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INTRODUCTION 

WHEN  I  began  to  tell  this  story,  it  was  with 
the  idea  that,  before  I  had  written  what  was 
in  my  head,  I  would  be  able  to  read  Dr.  Dewey's 
book  on  The  True  Science  of  Living.  Unfortun- 
ately, I  have  not  read  it  yet,  but  I  have  read  another 
of  his,  A  New  Era  for  Women.  It  was  exceedingly 
helpful,  and  I  trust  that  Dr.  Dewey  will  forgive  me 
if  I  have  stolen  his  ideas.  According  to  Kipling,  I 
have  but  imitated  Homer : — 

When  'Omer  struck  his  bloomin'  lyre, 
'E  'eard  men  sing  by  land  and  sea  ; 

And  what  'e  thought  'e  might  require, 
'E  went  and  took — the  same  as  me. 

Dr.  Dewey's  philosophy  appealed  to  me  because 
it  was  the  missing  link  in  my  own  teaching.  It 
fired  me  to  tell  the  story,  and  I  have  done  so  in 
my  own  way.  I  am  not  able  to  write  such  a  book 
as  Dr.  Dewey  has  done,  because — I  am  not  Dewey. 
But  I  should  like  to  have  done  so,  for  his  message 
stirred  me  to  the  depths  of  my  soul. 

I  had  a  message  to  deliver  to  my  fellow-men, 
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and  I  hereby  send  it  forth,  with  all  its  imperfections 
thick  upon  it,  only  pleading  for  kindly  criticism 
on  the  ground  of  earnestness.  What  I  have  said 
is  true.  The  message  itself  is  full  of  salvation  for 
the  race,  and  whatever  faults  there  are  in  this 
little  book  are  due  to  the  faulty  messenger,  and 
not  to  the  story  he  had  to  tell.  May  it  do  all  the 
good  the  writer  desires  it  to  do. 

"Gossip." 

17,  CASTLEREAGH  STREET, 
SYDNEY,  N.S.W., 
Nov.,  1905. 
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CHAPTER   I 
THE  FIRST  SIGNS 

FOR  years  past  I  have  been  preaching  about 
the  "  Great  Secret,"  which  makes  all  the 
mysteries  of  life  as  plain  and  easy  as  A.B.C.  It 
explains  why  sin  and  sorrow  abound  on  the  earth, 
and  why  the  nations  hate  each  other,  and  why  the 
sects  and  creeds  quarrel,  and  why  we  live  and  why 
we  die,  and  all  sorts  of  things.  It  explains  the 
"  Doom  of  the  Unbaptized,"  and  "  Why  the  Masses 
are  Not  at  Church,"  and  a  thousand  other  problems. 
And  then — there  is  no  secret  about  it,  after  all !  It 
is  so  simple  that  a  wayfaring  man,  even  though  a 
fool,  need  not  err  therein.  Jesus  Christ  preached 
it  and  taught  it,  but  it  is  hidden  from  the  present 
generation,  owing  to  the  hardness  of  their  hearts. . 
Our  children,  or  our  children's  children,  will  under- 
stand it,  and  will  wonder  at  our  blindness.  I  would 
tell  it  to  you  all,  but  you  would  stone  me  to  death 
for  it ;  and  Truth  needs  no  martyrs.  At  least,  I 
don't  think  it  needs  me,  so  I  am  saying  nothing 

about  it,  or  very  little. 
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Having  learned  one  "  Great  Secret,"  and  found 
how  foolishly  simple  it  was,  my  mind  was  quite 
prepared  to  accept  other  great  secrets,  and  they 
came  to  me,  and,  to  my  intense  surprise,  I  find  that 
I  have  known  them  all  the  time.  The  other  day  I 
turned  up  some  of  my  writings  of  twenty  years 
ago,  and,  lo  !  I  seemed  to  have  grasped  the  Secret 
then,  but  I  hadn't.  I  quoted  Young's  lines  then, 
too : — 

The  very  law  that  moulds  a  tear 
And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  source, 

That  law  preserves  the  earth  a  sphere 
And  guides  the  planets  in  their  course. 

It  seemed  to  me  then,  twenty  years  ago,  that  I 
understood  the  simplicity  of  God's  laws,  but  I 
didn't.  I  said  I  did,  and  I  believed  I  did,  for  I 
had  assented  to  the  facts  of  law  in  an  intellectual 
way ;  but  I  can  see  now  that  I  had  not  realized 
them,  had  not  sensed  them,  had  not  grasped  the 
simplicity  of  them.  And  now,  I  look  back  and 
smile  ! 

Kepler  had  a  good  idea  of  the  attraction  of 
gravitation,  but  it  remained  for  Newton  to  demon- 
strate it.  Kepler  understood  the  force,  but  Newton 
proved  the  law  of  the  force.  He  showed  us  that  if 
the  law  was  what  he  thought  it  was,  the  moon 
should  fall  round  the  earth  in  twenty-eight  days ; 
and  it  does  !  And  that  force  tumbles  the  toddling 
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babe  down  the  stone  steps  of  your  own  house,  and 
breaks  your  china  tea-cup,  and  keeps  suns  and  worlds, 
systems  and  stars  in  order  !  The  laws  of  God  are  few 
and  simple,  but  we  mix  things  up  so  that  we  make 
life  itself  into  a  complicated  movement,  instead  of  a 
simple  one.  Life  is  horribly  simple,  so  simple  that 
we  are  forever  craving  diversion  and  pastime.  We 
fear  the  horrors  of  the  simple  life,  and  fly  to  drink 
and  drugs  and  doctors  and  horse-racing  and  smoking 
and  gambling  and  dancing,  just  to  be  diverted  from 
— what  ?  From  life  ! 

What  a  man  can  win  to  in  this  life  is  happiness. 
The  highest  happiness  is  the  simplest,  but  we  fail 
to  realize  that  until  we  have  found  the  failure  of 
the  complicated  sort.  One  of  the  most  miserable 
men  in  the  world  is  John  D.  Rockefeller,  the  American 
millionaire.  But  we'd  nearly  all  change  with  him, 
in  spite  of  that.  We  think  we  would  be  happy  if 
we  were  rich  ;  but  we  wouldn't.  There's  no  happi- 
ness apart  from  work.  What  we  all  want  is  happi- 
ness !  That  can  only  be  obtained  by  having  a 
sound  mind,  in  a  sound  body,  and  by  using  the 
body  rightly.  But  the  world  is  full  of  doctors, 
and  drug-stores  and  quacks,  and  nostrum-mongers  ; 
and  there  are  very  few  in  it  who  are  really  well. 
The  world  is  filling  up  with  weaklings,  and  the 
schools  for  doctors  are  crowded.  Life  grows  more 
complicated  and  fevered  and  restless  and  unhappy 
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all  the  time.  People  were  never  so  well  off  in  the 
world  before  as  we  are  in  Australia  to-day,  and  they 
never  were  more  restless  or  discontented  !  Civiliza- 
tion and  complication  do  not  bring  happiness.  You 
all  realize  that.  But  where  is  the  remedy  ?  I 
know  it !  Can  I  tell  it  ?  Yes,  I  could  tell  it  in  two 
words,  but  few  would  understand  it.  I  would 
be  hooted  out  of  town  if  I  told  you  the  secret.  It 
is  as  simple  as  the  force  of  gravitation.  It  is  as 
simple  as  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  but — as  diffi- 
cult to  follow  !  Shall  I  tell  you,  in  two  words, 
what  it  is  ?  No  !  I'll  tell  you  how  I  found  it  out. 
When  we  were  coming  from  England  last  time, 
there  was  a  young  man,  about  twenty-eight  years 
of  age,  who  sat  at  our  table,  and  professed  himself  a 
vegetarian.  Now,  I  am  willing  to  confess,  though 
I  do  it  with  shame,  that  a  vegetarian  is  one  of  my 
pet  aversions.  They  are  uncomfortable  people  to 
live  with.  They  are  "  faddists,"  and  you  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  them  when  they  visit  you. 
It  is  difficult  to  know  what  to  give  them  to  eat,  and 
it  makes  you  feel  mean  to  have  your  guest  eating 
potatoes  and  cabbage,  while  you  are  eating  mutton, 
or  beef,  or  fowl.  Vegetarians  make  me  feel  unhappy. 
Besides  that,  they  have  nearly  always  got  some  other 
craze.  They  are  Trinitarians,  or  Millenarians,  or 
Atheists,  or  Dentists,  or  something  peculiar.  I  like 
my  friends  to  be  companionable,  and  not  faddy. 


THE  FIRST  SIGNS  15 

Of  course  there  are  nice  vegetarians,  just  as  there 
are  nice  dentists  ;  but,  taking  them  full  and  large, 
they  are  uncomfortable  people  to  deal  with. 

This  young  man  looked  unhappy  and  peevish, 
but  inoffensive  ;  and  I  dislike  inoffensive  people,  so 
I  cared  not  for  him.  He  took  no  breakfast  either, 
and  I  wondered  how  he  lived.  He  ate  cabbage  and 
potatoes  and  bread  and  butter,  and  tea  and  cakes 
part  of  the  day,  and  took  no  breakfast  to  start  the 
day  with.  He  looked  to  me  like  a  feeble-minded 
crank — and  so  he  was  !  I  wanted  to  be  just  to  him, 
though,  for  I'm  always  ashamed  of  my  prejudices  ; 
so  one  day  I  fell  to  talking  with  him  on  deck,  and  I 
asked  him  why  he  was  a  vegetarian.  It  was  a  fair 
question,  and  I  think  a  man  should  be  always 
prepared  to  give  a  reason  for  the  faith  that  is  in 
him,  no  matter  how  foolish  it  may  seem.  He  said 
he  was  a  vegetarian  because  it  suited  his  health 
best.  He  looked  like  a  feeble  valetudinarian  as 
it  was,  so  I  wondered  what  he  would  be  like  if  he 
ate  meat. 

Then  I  asked  him,  quite  nicely,  of  course,  why  he 
took  no  breakfast  ?  He  said  that  his  father  had 
all  the  books  that  ever  were  written  on  the  subject, 
and  was  fully  charged  with  the  philosophy  of  the 
idea,  and  if  he  were  here  he  would  be  able  to  tell 
me  all  about  it,  and  explain  everything  to  me.  But 
what  was  his  reason  for  going  without  breakfast  ? 


16  NO  BREAKFAST 

Well,  it  was  his  father's  !  And  yet  that  young  man 
thought  he  had  a  soul  of  his  own  !  He  made  me 
very  tired,  and  I  would  like  to  have  quoted  Kipling 
to  him  : — 

The  sins  that  ye  do  by  two  and  two, 
Ye  must  answer  for  one  by  one. 

He  was  a  bad  case,  but  when  you  come  to  ask 
men  why  they  do  anything  you  will  be  surprised  to 
find  how  ignorant  they  are.  We  mostly  do  things 
because  our  fathers  did  them.  We  wear  black  for 
mourning  because  our  fathers  did  ;  but  if  we'd  been 
born  Chinese  we  would  have  worn  white,  or  Persians 
we'd  have  worn  yellow,  or  kings  we'd  have  worn 
purple.  And  how  many  of  us  know  why  we  wear 
black  ?  Bah !  we  do  it  because  our  fathers  did  it. 
And  yet  I  was  inclined  to  sneer  at  that  young 
Englishman. 

When  we  reached  Sydney  and  had  settled  into 
our  old  life,  and  I  was  feeling  better  for  the  blessed 
Australian  sunshine,  I  invited  a  medical  friend  to 
come  and  have  lunch  with  us.  When  we  arrived 
it  was  just  one  o'clock,  and  I  said,  "  The  gong  has 
sounded,  come  along."  He  replied,  "  I  am  glad 
of  that,  for  I'm  awfully  hungry.  I've  had  no  break- 
fast." It  gave  me  a  bit  of  a  start ;  but  when  I 
looked  at  him  I  remembered  that  he  also  was  a 
crank.  He  is  a  good  fellow,  full  of  ideals  and  notions, 
and  aspirations  for  the  good  of  the  race,  but  I  used 
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to  differ  from  him  terribly.  Years  and  years  ago, 
before  I  knew  him,  I  gave  him  a  great  slating  in  a 
Sydney  paper,  but  he  has  repented  of  that  heresy 
for  which  I  rapped  him,  and  has  forgiven  me,  so  I 
love  him  now.  But  the  no-breakfast  theory  was  a 
startler,  all  the  same  !  He  said  that  he  had  been 
horribly  "  run  down,"  and  had  felt  like  giving  up 
the  ghost,  when  he  came  across  this  "  no-breakfast 
cure,"  and  it  had  pulled  him  round,  and  he  was  now 
as  right  as  rain. 

But  this  doctor  was  no  vegetarian !  He  ate 
like  the  rest  of  us,  and  acted  like  the  rest  of  us,  and 
was  quite  rational ;  but — he  took  no  breakfast.  He 
was  satisfied  with  the  fact  that  it  had  cured  him, 
and  I  was  satisfied  with  the  fact  that  he  was  still  a 
"crank."  It  gives  a  man  a  sense  of  peace  and 
satisfaction  to  feel  that  he  is  wiser  than  his  neigh- 
bours, just  as  it  is  said  to  affect  a  woman  when  she 
thinks  that  she  is  wearing  the  nicest  bonnet  in 
church.  If  fills  her  soul  with  a  sense  of  joy,  such  as 
religion  itself  cannot  give.  There  isn't  really  much 
difference  between  men  and  women  in  regard  to  the 
basic  human  nature.  "  We're  a'  John  Tamson's 
bairns." 

A  few  days  later  I  was  talking  to  a  Government 
official,  a  man  in  high  place,  an  old  friend,  and  I 
suggested  that  he  come  up  home  and  have  lunch 
with  me.  He  said  he  took  his  lunch  at  half-past 
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twelve,  as  he  couldn't  wait  till  one  o'clock,  because 
he  TOOK  NO  BREAKFAST  !  That  fairly  took  my 
breath.  Another  no  breakfast  crank  !  And  yet, 
this  man  was  clever,  hard-headed,  scientific  and 
full  of  good  common  sense.  When  I  had  expressed 
my  amazement  at  his  "  fad,"  and  otherwise  remarked 
on  him,  he  said,  "I'm  well  now,  for  the  first  time  in 
five-and-twenty  years,  and  it's  all  owing  to  the  no- 
breakfast  cure.  Come  and  lunch  with  me  to-morrow, 
and  I'll  tell  you  all  about  it."  And  I  went  and  heard 
his  story,  which  I  intend  to  tell  you.  It  was  the 
first  time  I  had  heard  the  theory  fully  set  out ; 
but  I  don't  think  he  realized  the  philosophy  of  it ! 


CHAPTER   II 
THE  NEW  GOSPEL 

WHEN  I  met  my  friend  for  lunch  I  expected  he 
was  going  to  take  me  to  a  vegetarian  res- 
taurant, where  you  get  weird  messes  made  up  to 
imitate  beef  "  cutlets,"  and  "  steak  and  kidney 
pies,"  and  "  bean  chops,"  and  "  medicated  coffee," 
and  things  that  I  loathe.  Instead  of  that  he  took 
me  to  a  first-class  hotel,  a  place  I  knew  well.  There 
he  ordered  a  sensible  lunch,  and  we  fell  to.  During 
the  meal  he  explained  what  had  happened  !  Now, 
before  I  tell  you  his  story,  I  want  you  to  fully  under- 
stand that  he  was  a  sensible  man,  a  man  with  a 
strong  mind,  a  clear  eye,  and  a  scientific  habit.  He 
was  a  man  who  weighed  evidence,  and  took  cogni- 
zance of  all  side  issues.  He  was  an  author  of  repute, 
a  well-known  thinker,  and  a  most  reasonable  indi- 
vidual. I  say  this  first  off,  because  I  want  you  to 
realize  that  this  is  not  baby-talk,  or  crank's  talk, 
but  real  white-man's  talk. 

I  would  give  you  our  conversation  in  extenso, 
with  my  sceptical  interpolations,  but  it  would  do  no 
good.  I  will  just  go  straight  along  with  his  story. 
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It  may  not  be  so  interesting  as  if  broken  up  with 
irrelevant  remarks  ;  but  this  is  a  matter  of  life  and 
death  to  thousands.  It  is  a  new  gospel,  a  higher 
life,  a  light  in  a  dark  place,  and  I  want  you  all  to 
realize  the  importance  of  it. 

He  said,  "  For  five-and-twenty  years  I  have  suf- 
fered the  most  terrible  tortures  from  indigestion. 
Life  was  one  long,  horrible  nightmare  ;  and  it  seemed 
scarcely  worth  keeping.  I  had  read  all  that  had 
been  written  on  the  subject  almost,  and  tried  all 
sorts  of  doctors  and  quacks  and  remedies.  One  day, 
about  three  years  ago,  a  friend  came  to  me  and  asked 
if  I  had  read  Dewey's  book  on  the  True  Science  of 
Living.  No,  I  had  not,  and  had  no  intention  of 
reading  it.  I  was  full  up  of  quack  statements,  and 
wanted  no  more  of  them.  My  friend  said  this  book 
would  show  me  the  way  to  a  new  life,  and  he  pleaded 
so  hard  that  I  promised  I  would  look  it  over  for  his 
sake.  I  did,  and  before  I  had  read  two  pages  I 
knew  I  had  found  salvation.  It  was  so  simple  and 
clear  and  wonderful  that  I  just  grasped  the  idea  in 
a  moment  and  took  hold  of  the  plan,  and  the  first 
day  I  tried  it  I  was  better ! 

"  The  theory  is  simple.  You  go  without  your 
breakfast !  You  come  down  to  two  meals  a  day. 
You  give  '  Little  Mary  '  a  chance.  When  you  go  to 
bed  at  night  you  rest  your  body,  but  your  stomach 
has  to  work  for  hours  after  you  go  to  bed,  getting  rid 
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of  the  dinner  you  ate.  In  the  morning  the  glands 
of  the  stomach  are  tired,  and  need  a  rest,  but  instead 
of  giving  them  a  rest  you  pile  on  a  breakfast,  and 
set  them  to  work  again  ;  and  so  you  keep  the  internal 
organs  forever  at  work,  and  you  wonder  why  you 
have  indigestion." 

"  Digestion  is  a  simple  chemical  process,  with 
no  evil  smells,  and  yet  we  have  ill-smelling  people, 
and  bad  breaths,  and  boils  and  skin  diseases  and 
all  sorts  of  evils.  This  is  due  to  the  fact  that  their 
food  is  not  chemically  digested  as  nature  meant 
it  to  be,  but  is  decomposed ;  and  hence  come  evil 
smells  and  evil  diseases.  If  you  will  take  a  light 
dinner,  and  go  to  bed  with  but  little  work  for  the 
stomach  to  do,  you  will  sleep  sweetly  and  soundly, 
and  when  you  wake  in  the  morning  you  will  be 
ready  for  work,  ready  for  life,  and  the  world  and  all 
its  troubles.  If  you  take  nothing  to  eat  till  lunch 
time,  you  will  be  hungry  in  your  mouth,  and  your 
stomach  will  be  ready  for  food.  You  will  enjoy  your 
lunch,  and  you  will  feel  like  a  man  new-born. 

"  You  will  be  told  that  if  a  man  goes  without  his 
breakfast  he  will  be  in  danger  of  a  collapse,  and  it  is 
too  long  to  go  without  food,  from  a  light  dinner  or 
tea,  until  lunch  the  next  day.  I  tried  it,  and  the 
first  day  I  was  better  than  I  have  been  for  years, 
and  now,  after  three  years  of  doing  without  break- 
fast, I  am  better  than  ever  I  was  in  my  life. 


22  NO  BREAKFAST 

"  This  American,  Dewey,  says  that  if  you  are 
not  hungry  you  should  not  eat.  If  you  don't  get 
hungry  for  a  week,  don't  eat.  If  you  don't  get  hun- 
gry for  a  month,  don't  eat.  If  nature  does  not 
call  for  food  it  does  you  no  good  to  eat.  Nature 
makes  no  errors.  A  man  says,  '  I've  got  an  awful 
craving  here,  a  gnawing,  a  feeling  of  all-goneness, 
that  is  cruel,'  and  he  lays  his  hand  on  his  vest  buttons, 
but  that  is  not  hunger.  That  is  appetite — a  false, 
delusive,  badly-trained  appetite.  When  a  man  is 
hungry  he  is  hungry  in  his  mouth,  and  his  teeth 
run  water,  and  he  has  a  relish  which  makes  dry 
bread  taste  like  the  food  of  the  gods.  When  a 
man  is  thirsty,  he  is  not  thirsty  under  his  waistband. 
He  is  thirsty  in  his  mouth — on  his  tongue.  A  drop  of 
water  to  cool  his  parched  tongue  is  what  men  are 
alleged  to  yearn  for  in  hell.  Thirst  comes  in  the 
mouth,  so  DOES  HUNGER  !  When  a  man  is  hungry 
in  his  mouth  he  won't  grumble  at  simple  food, 
and  he'll  need  no  appetizer.  Hunger  is  the  best 
sauce.  Any  form  of  craving  for  food,  which  comes 
anywhere  else  than  in  the  mouth,  is  a  delusion  and  a 
snare  and  a  liar. 

"  A  man  will  not  die  of  hunger  in  a  day — no,  nor 
a  week,  nor  a  month.  The  longer  he  fasts,  the 
clearer  his  brain  grows.  His  brain  never  starves 
till  the  last  gasp.  It  feeds  on  the  internal  tissues 
of  the  man,  and  keeps  up  till  the  end.  A  man  can 
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be  master  of  his  stomach,  and  go  about  his  work  for 
several  weeks  without  a  taste  of  food.  A  friend  of 

mine  named  B heard  this,  and  took  it  into  his 

head  to  try  it.  He  told  his  wife  he  meant  to  fast 
for  a  week,  and  she  said  he  was  a  foolish  man. 
But  he  was  a  man  with  a  will,  so  when  he  came  down 
stairs  in  the  morning  he  sat  at  the  table  and  laughed 
and  talked,  but  took  no  breakfast.  His  wife  told 
him  that  he  was  quite  well,  and  that  if  he  fasted  he 
might  be  ill.  Yes,  he  admitted  that ;  but  he  had 
read  Dewey's  book,  and  he  meant  to  fast  for  a  week 
to  see  if  it  was  true.  He  went  to  business  as  usual, 
but  took  no  lunch.  He  returned  to  dinner,  but  ate 
nothing.  Then  his  wife  wept  and  implored,  but  it 
was  no  use.  He  was  a  man  with  a  way  of  his 
own.  For  seven  days  that  man  went  in  and  out 
from  his  home  in  the  suburbs  to  his  daily  business, 
and  took  nothing  but  water.  It  was  not  a  wager, 
nor  a  piece  of  bravado  ;  it  was  simply  an  interesting 
experiment,  and  at  the  end  of  the  week  he  was  as 
'  fit '  a  man  as  there  was  in  Sydney. 

"  I  ought  to  eat  more  slowly,  I  confess  !  That  is 
part  of  Dewey's  teaching,  but  the  habits  of  a  life- 
time are  hard  to  get  over.  I  always  did  eat  quickly, 
and  I  am  not  able  to  go  slow  now,  but  I  know  it's 
wrong.  If  I  could  take  time  over  my  meals  it 
would  be  better  for  me  ;  but,  as  I  tell  you,  a  life- 
time's habits  are  against  it.  However,  I'm  well 
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now  and  that's  the  principal  thing  ;  and,  better  than 
that,  I  can  eat  what  I  like.  In  the  old  days  I  had 
to  pick  and  choose,  and  leave  the  very  things  alone 
that  I  liked  best,  because  they  were  indigestible. 
But  now,  bless  you,  I  eat  whatever  I  like,  because  I 
never  eat  unless  I'm  hungry,  and  twice  a  day  that 
blessed  hunger  comes  to  me.  Puddings  and  pies, 
and  things  I  have  eschewed  for  a  generation,  all 
come  to  me  now  as  fit  food,  and  I  enjoy  them. 

"  The  best  of  all  is,  however,  the  improvement  in 
my  general  health.  Not  only  am  I  healthier,  but 
I  am  younger  and  happier.  My  blood  circulates 
joyously,  and  I  enjoy  living  as  I  never  did  since  my 
boyhood.  Life  has  a  new  meaning  to  me,  and  I 
realize  that  this  is  a  new  gospel — a  gospel  of  healing 
for  the  nation  ;  but  it  is  so  simple  that  I  fear  the 
masses  will  be  slow  in  accepting  it.  It  is  true,  and 
I  am  glad  to  have  heard  it,  and  found  new  life  in 
heeding  it." 

Such  was  my  friend's  story,  and  he  strongly 
advised  me  to  get  Dewey's  book  and  read  it.  I 
went  home,  thinking.  I  have  not  been  able  to  get 
that  book  yet,  but  I  intend  to  get  it  the  first  chance. 
I  mean  to  read  it,  and  when  I  do  I  shall  tell  you  all 
about  in,  but  in  the  meantime  I  have  been  con- 
verted to  the  "  no-breakfast  cure,"  because — shall 
I  tell  you  why  ? 

It  was  the  one  link  that  was  required  for  my 
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philosophy.  I  have  been  practising  philosophy 
for  years — practising  Dewey's  philosophy  ;  but  there 
was  one  thing  lacking.  All  through  the  years  there 
has  been  one  link  in  the  chain  missing,  so  my 
physiological  philosophy  failed  to  help  me,  or  any- 
body else  ;  and  I  found  the  link  while  I  was  listening 
to  my  friend.  No  need  for  me  to  get  Dewey's  book 
to  convince  or  convert  me.  The  one  thing  lacking 
came  to  me  like  a  Pauline  illumination.  I  saw,  as  it 
were,  the  heavens  open,  and  there  was  the  simple 
fact  which  had  been  lacking  all  through  the  years. 
I  could  tell  you  what  it  was  in  two  words,  or  rather, 
in  one  hyphenated  word,  but  you  wouldn't  believe 
it  or  accept  it.  I  say  you  wouldn't,  but  I  mean 
most  of  you  would  decline  to  accept  it,  but  it  is  as 
simple  as — the  Sermon  on  the  Mount.  I'll  tell  it 
to  you  later  on,  but  I  want  to  explain  to  you  the 
simple  philosophy  of  the  "  no-breakfast  cure,"  and 
when  I  have  done  that  I  shall  tell  you  the  word,  or 
words,  which  contain  the  whole  secret. 

Perhaps  Dewey  tells  it  in  his  book,  and  if  he 
does  I  shall  let  you  know  when  I  have  read  it ;  but, 
in  the  meantime,  I  want  you  to  see  the  process  by 
which  I  jumped  to  the  underlying  philosophy  of  my 
friend's  talk,  and  became  a  convert  before  I  had 
read  the  book. 

When  I  was  young  I  led  a  wild  life,  as  most  of 
you  know.  Those  who  have  read  The  Voyage  of 
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the  Monsoon  will  realize  that  the  days  of  my  youth 
were  not  spent  in  marble  halls,  nor  were  my  youth- 
ful days  passed  in  the  lap  of  luxury.  I  sailed  on  all 
seas,  and  revelled  in  all  forms  of  wickedness,  and 
had  my  good  moments,  as  most  men  have.  When  I 
became  a  man  I  went  through  some  weird  religious 
experiences,  and  went  to  a  great  university  to  pick 
up  an  education. 

It  was  a  trying  experience,  for  I  had  there  to  learn 
the  depths  of  my  own  ignorance,  and  the  process 
hurt,  I  can  assure  you.  My  troubles  began  early, 
for  my  stomach  gave  out,  and  I  fell  a  prey  to 
indigestion.  It  wasn't  a  mild  sort  either,  but  the 
savage  kind  that  kills.  It  was  the  sort  of  dyspepsia 
that  fills  the  world  with  gloom,  and  makes  a  man  a 
pessimist.  It  was  hell  upon  earth,  and  the  gloom 
of  those  awful  days  abides  with  me  yet.  When  my 
friend  was  telling  me  about  the  "  no-breakfast 
cure  "  I  was  thinking  about  those  old  days  of  horror, 
and  the  years  of  woe  that  followed  them  ;  and  if  I 
had  only  had  a  gleam  of  sense  then  I  could  have 
cured  myself,  and  cut  down  my  expenses,  and 
changed  my  whole  life.  You  would  never  have 
known  "  Gossip  "  maybe,  but  I  would  have  been  a 
great  man,  for  it  was'  in  me.  I  knew  that  then, 
but  what  can  a  man  do  with  a  bad  stomach  ?  It 
ruined  my  college  career.  It  threw  me  out  of  my 
profession,  and  made  me  a  wanderer  on  the  face 
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of  the  earth  ;  and  yet,  I  could  have  been  cured  so 
simply  !  But  not  a  doctor  in  the  university-city 
could  help  me.  Not  a  "wise"  man  there  knew 
enough  to  tell  me  what  my  friend  learned  from 
Dewey's  book.  So  my  life  was  ruined,  and  a  good 
man — or  the  makings  of  a  good  man — went  all  to 
smash  ;  and  I  have  suffered  years  and  years  of 
torture  through  it  since.  And  when  my  friend  sat 
there  and  talked,  the  illumination  came  !  It  all 
flashed  on  me,  as  a  light  from  Heaven,  and  I  was 
better.  As  I  sit  writing  here,  I  count  up,  and  it  is 
exactly  five  weeks  to-day  since  I  gave  up  my  break- 
fast, and  I  am  better  than  I  have  been  for  years  ! 
I  am  better  than  ever  I  have  been  since  I  went 
to  college,  and  the  cure  was  so  simple  that  I 
haven't  even  read  it  yet.  It  all  came  through  that 
man's  talk. 

And  I  want  to  explain  it  to  you,  dear  gossips. 
It  is  the  gospel  of  life  !  It  is  the  secret  of  life  itself  ! 
It  is  the  beginning  of  a  new  era  for  the  decadent 
world,  and  it  is  so  simple  that  you  need  no  money  to 
try  it.  In  fact,  you  will  save  money  and  gain 
health  and  strength  by  trying  it.  I  have  been 
looking  at  the  pictures  in  the  Australian  Medical 
Guide,  and  I  wonder  why  I  never  saw  the  thing 
for  myself  before.  It  is  all  there,  but  who  sees  it  ? 
Nobody.  The  beginning  of  the  cure  is  to  go  without 
your  breakfast ! 


CHAPTER   III 
THE  HUMAN  MACHINE 

A  GOOD  many  years  ago  Punch  gave  us  a  picture 
which  was  weirdly  philosophical,  but  I  don't 
believe  that  one  in  ten  thousand  saw  the  point.  I 
saw  a  point,  and  laughed  ;  but  I  fancy  I  laughed  at 
the  wrong  joke.  A  lady  was  speaking  to  a  musical 
man  :  "  Professor,  you  did  not  come  to  my  dinner 
party  last  night  ? "  The  professor  shrugs  his 
shoulders  and  replies,  "  Ah,  madame  !  I  vos  not 
hongree."  Whereat  I  laughed  ;  we  laughed,  every- 
body laughed.  We  thought  it  was  funny  of  a  man  to 
refuse  to  go  to  a  dinner  party  because  he  was  not 
hungry.  We  are  hardly  ever  hungry  when  we  go  to 
a  dinner  party.  So  sure  are  our  hosts  of  our  lack 
of  hunger  that  they  often  give  us  a  sherry  and 
bitters,  or  something  tasty  to  whip  up  our  jaded 
appetites.  You  don't  go  to  a  dinner  party  because 
you  are  hungry  !  But  do  you  suppose  the  Punch 
artist  wanted  -us  to  laugh  at  that  ?  It  would  be 
odd  !  We  ought  to  laugh  at  a  man  who  goes  to  a 
big  dinner,  and  is  not  hungry  ;  but  do  we  ?  No 
fear  ! 

28 
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We  eat  when  we  are  not  hungry,  and  we  stoke 
the  human  furnace  when  there  is  no  need  for  it, 
and  then  we  wonder  why  the  cry  of  race  degenera- 
tion is  rising  ever  louder  and  louder.  We  wonder 
why  there  are  so  many  hospitals,  and  so  many  drug 
stores,  and  so  many  sick.  And  we  see  men  laid  up 
with  "  bilious  attacks,"  and  we  think  it  is  a  "  visita- 
tion of  God,"  as  if  the  good  God  sent  bilious  attacks. 
Martin  Luther  was  much  more  logical  when  he  said, 
"  Behold  a  matter  on  which  there  is  no  room  for 
doubt,  and  that  is  that  the  plague,  fevers,  and  other 
diseases  are  the  work  of  the  devil."  And  you  can 
see  the  devil  if  you  get  a  looking-glass. 

We  make  our  own  diseases  through  our  ignorance. 
And  there  is  only  one  disease  in  the  world.  When  I 
was  young  they  taught  me  that  there  were  sixty-seven 
elements  in  the  world  (there  or  thereabouts),  but 
they  have  been  greatly  added  to  since.  Then  along 
comes  the  Darwin  of  physics,  who  teaches  that  all 
the  "  elements "  are  the  products  of  one  single 
indivisible  element.  I've  forgotten  the  name  of  it, 
but  no  matter. 

Darwin  has  taught  us  that  species  are  not  immut- 
able, but  that  all  species  have  developed  from  other 
forms,  and  when  you  trace  life  far  enough  back  you 
come  to  a  "  protoplasmic  globule,"  or  a  "  primoidial 
element,"  or  something  you  don't  understand. 

If  you  read  a  quack's  advertisement  you  will  see 
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that  his  nostrum  cures  indigestion,  dyspepsia, 
blotches,  bad  breath,  rheumatism,  lumbago,  piles, 
consumption,  eczema,  biliousness,  and  plague.  It 
will  cure  all  diseases.  I  say  that  there  is  only  one 
disease  in  the  world,  and  no  drug  will  cure  it.  You 
may  as  well  face  that  fact  at  once. 

If  twelve  of  us  go  and  sit  on  the  wet  grass  for  a 
couple  of  hours,  four  of  us  will  have  toothache, 
three  of  us  will  have  rheumatism,  one  will  have 
lumbago,  two  will  have  piles,  one  will  have  gout, 
and  one  may  escape  for  that  day.  But  he  won't. 
One  day  he  will  get  influenza,  or  consumption,  or 
typhoid ;  and  he  will  say  he  was  "  suddenly  attacked." 
Not  a  bit  of  it.  Nature  has  been  laying  it  up  for 
him,  and  is  paying  him  off.  Nature  never  forgets. 
No,  nor  forgives  : — 

It  knows  not  wrath  nor  pardon  ;  utter  true 
Its  measures  mete,  its  faultless  balance  weighs  ; 
Times  are  as  nought,  to-morrow  it  will  judge, 
Or  after  many  days. 

Our  diseases  were  all  settled  for  us  by  our  ancestors, 
for  they  gave  us  weak  spots  and  tendencies,  and  all 
diseases  move  along  the  line  of  least  resistance. 
They  fly  to  the  weak  spots,  and  so  we  give  them 
names ;  but  they  all  come  from  one  cause.  The 
wet  grass  affected  us  differently,  but  the  ultimate 
cause  was  the  same. 

All  diseases  come  from  bad  blood.    No  disease 
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can  affect  a  strong  man  with  pure  blood.  The 
best  germicide  in  the  world  is  pure  blood.  A  man 
in  good  health,  with  bright  red,  warm,  healthy 
blood,  could  eat  consumption  germs  by  the  pound, 
and  they  would  do  him  no  harm.  His  health  would 
kill  all  the  germs  that  rose  up  to  conquer  him.  A 
man  with  good  blood  is  impervious  to  disease,  while 
a  man  with  poor  blood  is  a  centre  for  the  malignant 
microbes  to  breed  in.  The  man  with  poor  blood 
gets  his  favourite  disease,  whatever  it  is,  consump- 
tion, or  diabetes,  or  liver  complaint,  or  the  special 
family  affliction,  even  to  madness,  or  locomotor- 
ataxia. 

We  have  good  authority  for  saying  that  "  the 
blood  is  the  life."  It  is  !  You  may  swear  to  that. 
If  you  open  a  vein  in  a  man's  arm,  and  let  the  blood 
out,  you  will  find  the  life  has  gone  with  it.  "  The 
blood  is  the  life."  And  the  digestive  apparatus 
makes  the  blood.  Therefore,  the  most  important 
thing  about  a  man  is  his  digestive  machine  !  You 
need  to  say  that  over,  and  say  it  slowly.  The  blood 
is  the  life,  and  the  blood  depends  on  the  stomach. 
We  laugh  at  the  "  silly  "  remark  of  Josh  Billings, 
but  it  is  gospel  truth:  "The  finest  thing  any  young 
man  can  possess  is  a  good,  reliable  set  of  bowels." 
All  a  man  is,  or  can  be,  in  this  world,  depends  on  his 
blood,  and  that  depends  on  his  stomach  ;  and  very 
few  of  us  know  what  a  stomach  is  like,  or  how  it 
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works.  If  a  man  is  going  to  make  the  best  of  him- 
self he  ought  to  understand  himself,  and  his  machine. 
But  who  does  ? 

We  have  been  so  educated  that  we  feel  it  to  be 
almost  a  sin  to  see  a  human  body,  and  we  are  a 
bit  shocked  to  see  a  human  stomach  ;  and  yet  this 
very  stomach  is  the  cause  of  all  our  joy  or  woe,  all 
our  success  or  failure  on  the  earth,  and  we  ignore 
it.  But  it  refuses  to  be  ignored,  and  so  the  earth 
is  full  of  suffering,  sickness  and  needless  death  ;  but 
we  are  beginning  to  think,  and  "  Little  Mary  "  has 
come  to  be  recognized.  I  want  to  give  all  my 
readers  a  view  of  what  life  really  is,  and  it  will  be 
worth  more  to  them  than  all  the  gold  of  Ind,  or  the 
priceless  jewels  of  the  Orient. 

A  man  is  a  machine  !  Or,  if  you  prefer  the  state- 
ment, a  man  has  a  machine,  and  it  requires  to  be 
cleaned  and  attended  to  with  great  care,  and  it  is 
worth  all  the  care  and  attention  that  you  can  give  it. 
On  it  depends  your  whole  life.  But  it  is  the  greatest 
miracle  on  earth,  and  is  full  of  strange  parts  and 
unaccountable  contrivances.  If  you  put  your 
fingers  together,  in  the  quiet  of  night,  just  tip  to 
tip,  and  wait  a  while,  you  will  feel  the  driving  of  the 
pump.  That  is  what  we  call  the  heart  pump.  It 
is  driving  the  blood  along  the  arteries  and  through 
the  veins,  doing  such  wonderful  work  as  you  never 
dreamed  of.  But  I  must  skip  that.  It  is  a  miracle 
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of  a  machine.  It  requires  careful  stoking  to  keep 
up  the  heat,  and  that  is  a  science  of  itself,  to  know 
what  sort  of  fuel  to  use.  If  you  let  the  heat  go  down, 
and  don't  stoke  the  machine,  and  it  grows  cold, 
they  will  say  you  are  "  dead."  So  you  are.  The 
machine  has  stopped ! 

Seeing  that  man  depends  on  this  machine,  you 
would  think  that  we  would  understand  it  thoroughly  ; 
but  we  don't.  Very  few  people  have  the  slightest 
idea  of  the  marvellous  machine  they  own  ;  and, 
being  ignorant,  they  deal  with  it  foolishly,  and 
then  suffer.  The  world  is  full  of  drugs  and  hideous 
things  to  deal  with  this  poor  machine,  and  the 
hospitals  are  crowded  and  a  vast  number  of  our 
little  children  die  every  year,  just  because  we  don't 
understand  the  machine. 

A  very  clever  Russian  named  Elie  Metchnikoff, 
Professor  at  the  Pasteur  Institute  in  Paris,  has 
written  a  book  called  The  Nature  of  Man,  and  I 
would  like  to  tell  you  a  lot  about  it,  but  I  feel  as  if 
life  were  too  short.  Yet  I  must  tell  you  a  few 
things  about  it,  to  let  you  see  what  our  machine 
is.  Elie  quotes  the  Roman,  Seneca,  who  said,  long, 
long  ago,  "  Take  Nature  as  your  guide,  for  so  reason 
bids  and  advises  you  ;  to  live  happily  is  to  live 
naturally."  That  is  good  advice  ;  but,  as  we  don't 
know  what  "  naturally  "  means,  we  live  artificially, 
and  so  we  are  full  of  sickness.  In  order  to  live 
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naturally,  we  ought  to  understand  our  machine, 
and  Elie  tells  us  what  it  is. 

This  machine  of  ours  is  very  imperfect,  and  a 
great  German  anatomist  (Wiedersheim)  has  shown 
that  there  are  fifteen  organs  in  the  human  body 
which  are  improvements  on  those  in  the  anthropoid 
ape.  There  are  seventeen  organs  which  still  fulfil 
their  duties  imperfectly,  and  there  are  107  rudi- 
mentary organs  which  serve  no  useful  physiological 
purpose.  One  of  these  useless  rudiments  is  the  vermi- 
form appendage  which  gives  us  the  modern  and 
kingly  disease  of  appendicitis.  It  does  no  good,  and 
frequently  does  harm  ;  but  our  modern  surgeons  can 
remove  it,  and  the  patient  recover.  The  large 
intestine  in  the  human  machine  is  the  seat  of 
grievous  trouble,  and  gives  rise  to  diarrhoea,  dysen- 
tery, and  all  the  horrors  which  sweep  the  tropics, 
and  claim  a  mighty  toll  of  victims  every  year.  The 
vast  intestine  is  really  of  no  use  to  man,  but  was 
developed  among  mammals,  which  lived  a  different 
life  from  us.  It  can  be  removed,  surgically,  and  the 
individual  be  none  the  worse.  If  we  lived  on 
tabloids,  as  some  people  threaten,  the  large  intes- 
tine would  have  to  be  removed,  because  it  requires 
bulk  to  keep  it  in  place.  And  yet  men  talk  about 
changing  their  diet  and  their  habits,  as  lightly  as 
they  talk  about  changing  their  clothes.  We  need 
to  know  ourselves,  as  that  old  adage  in  the  temple 
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at  Delphos  said,  long  before  Christ ;  but  we  have 
so  far  forgotten  ourselves  that  the  holiest  and  most 
sacred  parts  of  the  human  body  have  become  unholy 
and  unclean. 

If  we  are  to  live  happily  and  die  contented,  we 
must  learn  to  live  well,  and  in  order  to  do  that  we 
ought  to  know  ourselves,  and  the  nature  of  the 
machine  we  own.  We  ought  to  face  facts,  and  Elie 
Metchnikoff  has  many  simple  facts  for  us.  All  I  want 
you  to  consider  is  this  :  the  organic  machine  we 
have  inside  us  is  not  perfect,  but  it  is  a  good  one  of 
its  kind,  and  each  man  ought  to  make  the  best  of  it. 
We  each  start  with  a  good  machine,  but  we  mostly 
ruin  it.  Of  course,  a  few  people  start  out  with 
congenital  defects  in  the  machine,  which  nothing 
can  remedy ;  but  they  are  the  exceptions.  Most 
of  us  start  with  a  good  machine.  I  have  never 
forgotten  the  wise  parson  who  said,  "  I  would  rather 
have  my  boy  learn  to  swear  than  to  eat  lollies. 
When  he  grows  up  he  will  discover  the  folly  of 
swearing,  and  give  it  up  ;  but  he  can  never  get  a  new 
stomach." 

If  a  man  will  only  eat  when  he  is  hungry,  he  will 
keep  his  machine  in  good  order.  If  he  never  eats 
unless  his  mouth  and  stomach  call  for  food  his 
machine  will  never  go  back  on  him.  It  will  produce 
good  blood  from  the  food  he  eats.  And  a  man  with 
good  blood  will  feel  the  life  tingling  in  his  veins 
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and  will  enjoy,  not  only  his  meals,  but  the  singing 
of  birds,  the  colour  of  the  sky,  and  the  roaring  of 
the  wind  among  the  trees.  Life  with  good  blood  is 
the  life  of  the  gay  youth  extended  to  a  green  old 
age. 

If  you  never  eat  except  when  you  are  hungry 
you  will  never  go  to  late  dinner  parties,  and  you 
will  never  eat  for  "  pleasure."  If  you  never  eat 
except  when  you  are  hungry  you  will  find  that  you 
can  only  eat  once,  or,  at  most,  twice  a  day.  This 
fashion  of  having  from  three  to  seven  meals  a  day 
is  what  is  cursing  the  race.  If  you  stand  at  the 
corner  of  a  busy  street  and  watch  the  faces  you 
will  be  appalled  to  see  how  few  really  healthy  people 
there  are.  Nearly  everybody  has  something  or  other 
the  matter  with  them ;  and  yet,  there  is  only  one 
cause  for  disease,  and  that  is  bad  blood.  Every 
disease  under  heaven  comes  from  bad  blood,  and  it 
is  bad  because  we  laugh  at  the  wrong  idea  in  Punch. 
We  laugh  at  the  man  who  refused  to  go  to  a  dinner 
party  because  he  "  vos  not  hongree."  Because  we 
eat  in  response  to  a  false  appetite,  instead  of  hunger, 
we  are  sick  unto  death.  The  stomach  is  the  source 
of  the  blood,  and  the  "  blood  is  the  life." 


CHAPTER   IV 
HOW  IT  WORKS 

ONE  day  recently,  just  after  I  had  discovered 
the  "  Secret,"  a  man  from  the  Never-Never 
was  sitting  in  my  office  yarning,  and  the  talk  drifted 
on  to  health.  He  had  been  a  strong,  healthy  man 
all  his  life  until  within  the  last  year  or  two.  Now 
he  was  suffering  from  his  eyes,  and  was  a  good  deal 
affected  with  rheumatism.  The  latter  had  attacked 
him  after  a  spell  of  flood,  up  in  the  north-west.  He 
failed  to  understand  why  he,  a  healthy,  good-living, 
strong  man,  should  be  suffering  like  this.  I  could  ! 
Since  I  had  heard  this  Dewey's  theory  I  was 
quite  satisfied  about  it.  I  knew  why  he  was  ill,  and 
why  everybody  is  ill.  I  .had  learned  the  "  Secret," 
and  it  was  so  plain  that  I  wondered  why  anybody 
failed  to  understand  it. 

Why  don't  I  tell  it  to  you  in  two  words?  It 
wouldn't  be  of  the  slightest  use !  You  would 
simply  laugh  at  me.  You  wouldn't  believe  that  the 
"  Secret "  is  so  simple.  There  is  no  secret  about  it 
at  all.  It  is  in  the  New  Testament,  and  in  all  the 
Bibles  of  the  world.  Men  have  been  teaching  it  for 
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ages.  I  must  tell  you  what  my  old  friend  Epictetus 
said  about  it,  but  I  want  to  tell  you  first  about  the 
man  from  the  Never-Never. 

I  said  to  him,  "  You  are  sick  because  you  eat  too 
much." 

He  laughed  sadly,  and  replied,  "  That  is  just 
where  you  are  wrong.  I  can't  eat  at  all.  I  can 
only  pick  like  a  bird.  I  used  to  be  able  to  eat  a  good 
meal,  but  now  my  appetite  has  gone  entirely.  That's 
my  trouble." 

Yes,  that  was  his  trouble  ;  and  I  knew  it.  The 
"  Secret  "  had  taught  me  that,  and  this  was  my  first 
experience  since  I  had  learned  it.  And  what  a 
simple  thing  it  was  to  explain  ! 

I  said  that  a  good  engineer  ought  to  get  the  most 
work  out  of  the  machine  with  the  smallest  possible 
amount  of  fuel,  but  some  people  kept  stoking  the 
furnace  all  day  long,  for  pleasure ! 

Yes,  he  agreed  that  most  of  us  eat  too  much, 
and  we  eat  for  pleasure  instead  of  for  sustenance ; 
but — that  wasn't  his  case.  He  used  to  eat  good 
meals,  and  enjoy  them,  and  come  in  starving,  but 
now,  he  hardly  ate  anything. 

I  said,  "  Now  let's  see  what  you  do  eat  ?  There's 
seven  o'clock  tea  in  the  morning,  isn't  there  ?  " 
He  smiled  as  he  replied,  "  Yes,  we  bush  people 
are  fond  of  tea,  and  I  would  rather  go  without  my 
breakfast  than  my  early  tea.  But,  mind  you,  I 
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don't  eat  much  with  it.  Just  a  little  bit  of  bread 
and  butter,  or  sometimes  a  biscuit.  Just  a  mouth- 
ful to  take  the  edge  off  things." 

Yes,  that  was  all  right.  Just  a  cup  of  tea  and 
a  mouthful  of  food  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning 
before  getting  out  of  bed.  That  could  do  no  harm  ? 
Certainly  not.  Why,  what  harm  could  a  cup  of 
tea  and  a  biscuit  do  to  a  strong  man  ? 

Then  there's  nine  o'clock  breakfast  ?  "  Well, 
there  used  to  be.  At  least  it  was  at  half-past  eight, 
and  I  looked  on  breakfast  as  the  best  meal  in  the 
day.  I  was  always  ready  for  it,  and  sometimes  I 
had  done  half  a  day's  work  before  that,  in  the  busy 
times,  like  shearing  and  lamb-marking,  or  mustering 
for  Homebush." 

Yes,  there  was  breakfast  at  8.30.  There  was 
porridge,  and  plenty  of  milk.  A  nice  chop  and 
potatoes,  and  sometimes  a  couple  of  eggs.  Yes, 
breakfast  used  to  be  a  good  meal,  but  of  late  it  had 
been  a  frost,  for  he  ate  very  little  ! 

Then  there  was  eleven  o'clock  tea  in  the  forenoon  ? 
Oh,  yes ;  but  that  was  just  a  bite  and  a  sup.  If 
they  were  away  from  the  homestead  nobody  bothered 
about  that.  Still,  it  was  nice  and  refreshing,  and 
it  was  always  there  if  you  wanted  it,  and  he  always 
had  it  in  town.  He  added,  "  You  see,  I'm  nearly  a 
teetotaller,  and  hardly  ever  touch  hard  stuff,  and  I 
always  take  fellows  in  for  tea  instead  of  whisky." 
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As  if  whisky  were  the  worst  thing  in  the  world  ! 
For  every  ten  killed  by  whisky  there  are  ten  thousand 
killed  by  food.  Eating  kills  thousands  where 
drinking  only  kills  tens,  or  units. 

Yes  ;  there  was  eleven  o'clock  tea  !  And  then 
there  was  one  o'clock  lunch  ?  Yes,  that  was  a 
good  meal !  Everybody  was  ready  for  lunch.  It 
was  the  meal  of  the  day  with  some,  but  my  friend 
had  not  been  able  to  enjoy  his  lunch  for  a  long  time 
now.  Somehow,  since  his  eyes  had  been  bad,  and 
he  had  been  troubled  with  rheumatism,  his  appetite 
had  gone  all  to  pieces  ! 

Well,  now,  let's  see.  There's  afternoon  tea,  isn't 
there  ?  Why,  yes  !  Everybody  mustered  up  for 
that.  No  custom  had  ever  taken  such  a  hold  of  the 
British  race  as  it.  People  set  out  tea  now  instead  of 
whisky.  The  bad  old  customs  were  dying  out,  and 
the  new  ones  were  better  and  wiser,  and  made  men 
nicer.  M'yes.  In  the  olden  days  the  "  Hawkes- 
bury  natives  "  got  no  afternoon  tea,  nor  forenoon 
tea,  nor  early  morning  tea ;  no,  nor  "  lunch." 
And  yet  they  were  fine  men — a  fine  race  !  They 
drank  a  deal  of  bad  whisky  too,  and  had  rough 
times  ;  and  yet  they  were  finer  men  than  the  ones 
who  get  "  afternoon  tea."  Well,  yes  ;  but  the  tea 
had  nothing  to  do  with  that !  All  right,  we'll 
admit  it,  for  the  sake  of  argument ;  but  it  is  odd, 
isn't  it  ? 
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There's  dinner  at  six,  for  which  you  "  dress  " 
if  there's  anybody  to  meet  you  ?  The  wife  is 
nobody.  A  man  never  "  dresses "  for  his  wife. 
But  if  another  man's  wife  is  coming  to  dinner  he 
puts  on  a  nice  suit  of  clothes.  That's  a  big  mistake ! 
A  man  and  woman  should  never  forget  the  courting 
days.  They  should  never  grow  commonplace  to 
each  other.  But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  this 
question.  It  comes  in  just  by  accident,  as  it  were. 
There's  a  good  square  meal  at  six  o'clock,  and  a 
cup  of  coffee  in  the  drawing-room  afterwards.  Or 
else,  if  some  other  men  are  there,  there's  a  drop  of 
the  "  Real  Mackay "  and  a  smoke.  Yes,  that's 
about  it. 

Then  about  ten  or  eleven,  just  before  turning 
in,  there's  a  mouthful  of  supper,  a  bit  of  bread  and 
beef,  or  bread  and  cheese,  and  a  drop  of  something 
comforting  ?  Yes,  it  used  to  be  that,  before  my  eyes 
went  wrong.  But  still  nobody  ate  much  for  supper. 
It  was  only  a  sort  of  stop-gap  to  keep  the  devil  out 
of  your  stomach  at  night.  It  wasn't  really  a  meal, 
by  any  stretch  of  imagination  i  No,  certainly  not. 

Now,  let  us  see  where  we  have  got  to.  There's 
morning  tea  one,  breakfast  two,  eleven  o'clock  tea 
three,  lunch  four,  afternoon  tea  five,  dinner  six, 
and  supper  seven.  Seven  meals  a  day  in  thousands 
of  homes  in  Australia,  and  then  we  wonder  why 
we  have  "  bad  eyes  and  rheumatism."  A  man 
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must  have  a  marvellous  machine  to  stand  that. 

A  man  can  eat  as  much  in  one  hour  as  he  can 
digest  in  twenty-four  hours  !  If  a  man  only  ate 
once  a  day  he  would  never  have  bad  eyes,  or  rheuma- 
tism, or  anything  else  in  the  way  of  dis-ease.  He 
would  have  pure  blood,  and  a  clear  brain,  and  a 
bright  eye,  and  an  active  liver.  His  machinery 
would  work  like  a  charm,  and  the  world  would  be 
full  of  glory  and  beauty,  and  he  would  enjoy  life, 
instead  of  enduring  it. 

Most  of  the  Australian  pessimism  comes  from 
the  ignorance  of  the  primal  physiological  laws  of 
Nature.  Not  one  man  in  ten  thousand  knows  how 
to  eat,  what  to  eat,  or  when  to  eat.  Apollo's 
apothegm,  "  Man,  know  thyself,"  has  been  absolutely 
forgotten,  and  it  has  become  rude  and  "  vulgar  " 
to  know  yourself ;  and  so  the  streets  are  full  of 
wasters,  mental  and  physical,  and  we  are  crowded 
with  drug-stores,  doctors,  and  quacks. 

One  day,  soon  after  I  had  enjoyed  that  talk  with 
the  man  from  the  Never-Never,  I  went  out  to  visit 
an  artist  friend ;  and  his  wife,  "  on  hospitable 
thoughts  intent,"  started  to  get  afternoon  tea  for 
me.  I  had  not  long  to  stop,  and  it  was  a  bit  early ; 
but  I  must  have  it,  of  course,  because  I  had  come 
a  long  way  out  on  the  tram.  But  I  didn't  take 
afternoon  tea.  No,  honest,  I  really  did  not.  Well, 
I  must  have  a  drop  of  whisky.  No,  I  didn't  take 
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that  either !  They  were  staggered.  Our  idea  of 
enjoyment  is  eating  and  drinking,  and  if  a  man 
will  neither  eat  with  you,  nor  drink  with  you,  beware 
of  him. 

We  are  such  brutal  savages,  such  crude,  unthink- 
ing barbarians,  that  we  hold  it  to  be  the  height  of 
hospitality  to  make  a  man  eat  and  drink,  even  when 
he  doesn't  want  it.  If  a  man  were  to  refuse  after- 
noon tea  by  saying,  "  I  am  not  hungry,"  people 
would  be  shocked  at  him.  You  know  it  is  so.  I 
would  not  eat,  nor  drink,  so,  out  of  respect  for  my 
hostess,  a  most  charming  lady,  I  had  to  explain 
that  I  had  come  down  to  two  meals  a  day.  It  had 
cured  my  rheumatic  gout ;  it  had  cured  my  weak 
eyes,  and  I  was  better  than  I  had  been  for  the  last 
five  years. 

But  two  meals  a  day  ?  I  would  surely  die.  Two 
meals  a  day  !  No  breakfast  ?  No  !  No  supper  ? 
No !  Nothing  at  all  between  a  light  dinner  and 
lunch  the  next  day  ?  No  !  It  was  awful !  They 
were  shocked. 

Then  I  told  my  hostess  about  the  man  from  the 
Never-Never,  who  had  bad  eyes  and  rheumatism ; 
and  as  I  recounted  the  number  of  meals  he  had, 
she  exclaimed,  "  Don't  talk  like  that ;  I  have  all  those 
things  !  "  Suddenly  her  daughter,  a  most  intelligent 
girl,  who  had  taken  little  or  no  part  in  the  conversa- 
tion, chipped  in  with  a  laughing  remark.  She 
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said,  "  Yes,  mother,  and  you've  got  bad  eyes  and 
rheumatism." 

It  never  fails!  You  may  take  my  word  for  it, 
gossips.  The  "  blood  is  the  life,"  and  the  blood 
comes  from  digestion,  and  you  cannot  get  the  machine 
to  make  good  blood  unless  you  stoke  the  furnace 
rightly.  Your  stomach  is  the  seat  of  your  life.  It 
lies  behind  all  your  thinking,  and  your  doing.  It 
is  the  source  of  all  your  energy  and  intellect.  It 
is  your  very  soul.  It  is  you.  As  a  man  is  in  his 
stomach,  so  is  he  in  his  life.  If  he  is  a  gross  feeder 
he  is  a  gross  man.  A  man  is  what  his  stomach  makes 
him,  all  the  time. 

Bad  eyes  and  rheumatism  come  from  bad  blood, 
as  sure  as  daylight  comes  from  the  sun.  Dis-ease 
comes  from  the  stomach,  all  the  time.  Men  eat 
for  pleasure,  and  they  suffer  pain.  Men  eat  when  they 
are  not  hungry,  and  the  stomach  rebels,  and  they 
get  dis-ease.  Think  it  out  for  yourselves ! 


CHAPTER   V 
ABOUT  WOMEN 

IN  looking  for  that  book  of  Dr.  Dewey's,  The 
True  Science  of  Living,  I  came  across  another 
one  of  his,  called  A  New  Era  for  Women.  I  read 
it  with  the  greatest  avidity,  and  it  told  me  much 
of  what  I  had  learned  from  my  friend  ;  but  by  the 
time  I  found  that  book  I  felt  I  had  been  "  converted  " 
to  the  higher  life,  and  had  an  experience  of  my  own 
to  draw  upon.  I  had  been  breakfastless  for  some 
weeks,  and  was  enjoying  life  as  I  had  not  done  for 
years.  And  I  had  grasped  the  "  Secret "  which 
underlay  the  no-breakfast  theory,  and  it  is  so  simple 
that  it  is  incomprehensible,  and  so  easy  that  it  is 
almost  impossible.  I'll  tell  you  about  that  later. 
The  real  book  of  Dewey's  I  have  not  been  able 
to  procure  yet,  but  the  book  about  women  was  a 
revelation.  I  would  like  to  copy  out  whole  chapters 
of  it,  and  let  you  read  them  for  yourselves,  but  it's 
no  use  doing  that  unless  I  reproduce  the  book 
entirely.  But  I  must  give  you  some  quotations 
from  my  notes,  after  I  have  told  you  some  other 
things. 
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The  lives  of  millions  of  Christian  women  are 
lives  of  miserable  slavery.  They  are  kept  to  the 
cook  stove,  and  the  wash-up  place,  and  all  the  sordid 
slavery  of  the  "  domestic  altar  "  from  childhood  up. 
They  have  no  time  to  study,  or  think,  or  realize 
what  they  are,  or  why  they  are,  or  anything  else. 
The  poor  souls  find  refuge  in  Marie  Corelli,  and 
frocks  and  ribbons,  and  gewgaws,  and  they  become 
mere  dolls,  toys,  or  household  drudges.  The  woman 
who  gets  her  eyes  opened,  and  sees  life  as  it  really 
is,  can'only  wring  her  hands  in  hopeless  impotence. 
We  men  have  cursed  women,  through  our  ignorant 
selfishness,  and  curses  come  home  to  roost  every 
time.  The  race  is  degenerating,  and  no  wonder. 

Here  is  a  fact  which  came  home  to  me  with  the 
crushing  force  of  a  Siniatic  revelation.  I  told  you 
in  the  last  chapter  about  the  man  who  had  seven 
meals,  or  mealets,  in  one  day.  Each  one  meant  the 
washing  up  of  so  many  plates,  cups,  saucers,  dishes, 
knives,  forks,  etc.  Did  you  men  ever  try  the  "  wash- 
ing-up "  business  ?  We  were  short  of  a  servant  years 
ago,  and  my  wife  and  I  are  chums,  so  I  said  I  would 
share  the  household  work.  I  could  peel  potatoes, 
and  do  all  sorts  of  handy  things,  for  I  lived  the 
life  when  I  was  young.  I  had  a  pleasure  in  getting 
the  dinner  ready,  but  when  it  came  to  "  washing- 
up  "  it  led  to  my  breaking  up.  It  seemed  a  fool 
idea  to  be  always  "  washing-up."  I  am  a  fairly 
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clean  man — I  hope — but  I  began  to  think  about 
buying  dishes  and  pans  that  would  wash  themselves. 
Aha  !  The  pans  and  dishes  are  the  leg-irons  of  the 
women  !  They  are  the  fetters  that  bind  them  to 
the  "  domestic  altar,"  and  crush  their  lives  and  minds 
and  souls ! 

If  a  man  has  one  meal  a  day  for  a  year  he  has 
365  meals  in  a  year.  That's  right !  I'm  no  mathe- 
matician, and  my  ignorance  of  the  multiplication- 
table  is  Titanic ;  but  I  know  that  much.  If  a 
man  has  three  meals  a  day  he  has  1,095  meals  in  a 
year.  If  he  has  seven  mealets  a  day  he  takes  2,555 
in  a  year.  And  if  there  are  ten  in  a  family  you  have 
to  multiply  that  by  ten.  That  is,  in  a  family  of 
ten,  run  on  that  horrible  basis,  which  is  so  common 
in  our  country,  you  have  twenty-five  thousand  five 
hundred  and  fifty  (25,550)  meals  every  year.  And 
then  we  wonder  why  women  are  sick,  and  ill,  and 
weary.  And  we  wonder  why  we  have  a  "  servant 
question." 

I  wonder  how  it  is  that  we  men  dare  to  look 
ourselves  straight  in  the  face  ?  When  you  come  to 
think  about  it,  we  have  enslaved  the  women  to  a 
far  greater  extent  than  any  nation  of  savages  ever 
did ;  and  yet  we  pretend  that  we  are  such  gallant 
cavaliers,  and  we  "  bob  "  our  hats  to  other  men's 
wives  and  daughters,  and  pretend  that  we  reverence 
the  sex.  We  are  a  race  of  nigger-drivers. 
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Men  go  on  strike  for  eight  hours  a  day,  and  a 
fair  wage,  and  small  blame  to  them  ;  but  women 
would  never  dream  of  an  eight-hours  day.  Their 
work  is  never  done.  Remember  the  bitter  pathos 
of  the  old  woman's  epitaph  : — 

Here  lies  an  old  woman  who  was  always  tired, 
For  she  lived  in  a  house  where  no  help  was  hired. 
And  her  last  words  on  earth  were,  "  Dear  friends,  I'm  going 
Where  no  washing  is  done,  nor  churning,  nor  sewing. 
Where  all  things  will  be  just  exact  to  my  wishes, 
For  where  there's  no  eating,  there's  no  washing  of  dishes. 
I'll  be  where  loud  anthems  forever  are  ringing, 
But  having  no  voice,  I'll  get  quit  of  the  singing. 
Don't  mourn  for  me  now,  and  mourn  for  me  never, 
For  I'm  going  to  Do  Nothing  for  ever  and  ever." 

There  are  millions  of  women  in  Christian  lands 
to-day  who  dream  of  happiness,  eternal  happiness, 
as  a  time  of  leisure,  as  a  time  when  they  shall  rest 
from  the  life-long  slavery  which  men  have  imposed 
upon  them. 

The  Greeks  and  Romans  had  one,  or  at  most, 
two  meals  a  day,  and  they  were  fine  men  physically. 
Our  savage  ancestors  had  one  meal  a  day — when 
they  were  in  luck.  We  have  so  complicated  life, 
and  so  wandered  away  from  the  primal  simplicity 
of  the  race,  that  we  have  come  to  three  meals  a  day 
as  a  minimum,  and  thousands  have  seven.  And 
in  spite  of  all  the  advances  of  science,  in  spite  of 
sewers,  and  baths,  and  pills,  and  "  waters,"  and 
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medicine  of  every  kind,  we  are  a  race  of  wasters. 
There  are  very  few  really  healthy  people  among 
us.  A  healthy,  hearty,  old  man  or  woman  is  a 
rarity.  Our  streets  are  full  of  chemists'  shops, 
and  doctors,  and  mighty  hospitals  ;  and  millions 
of  people,  especially  woman,  are  dragging  out  a 
miserable  existence.  The  pessimism  of  our  race 
is  terrible,  and  no  wonder.  The  source  of  our  life 
is  polluted,  our  blood  is  impure  by  over-eating, 
and  our  women  are  the  slaves  of  our  worship  of 
"  Little  Mary." 

You  can  hear  men  talking  rapturously  about 
the  good  dinners,  and  the  fine  cooks,  and  the  excel- 
lent wines  they  enjoy.  Yes.  We  have  fine  dinners 
"  for  charity."  We  have  "  teas,"  and  "  luncheons," 
and  "  suppers  "  without  end.  Life  is  eating  and 
drinking  and  dressing.  And  then  we  wonder  why 
so  many  are  sick,  why  so  many  are  ill.  We  wonder 
why  so  many  children  die,  and  why  there  is  so  much 
suffering  in  the  world.  We  make  it  ourselves  by 
our  brutal  ignorance.  The  good  God  never  sends 
sorrow  or  suffering  to  any.  It  is  all  our  own  doing. 

But  I  have  not  told  you  about  Dewey.  He 
affirms  (and  I  re-affirm  it)  that  health  comes  without 
thought,  or  cost,  or  worry.  You  have  nothing 
to  do  but  leave  things  alone.  Don't  eat  because 
the  bell  rings,  or  the  clock  strikes.  Don't  eat  because 
it  is  "  breakfast- time  "  or  "  dinner-time."  NEVER 
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EAT  UNTIL  YOU  ARE  HUNGRY.  Return  to  the  methods 
of  the  savage  if  you  will,  but  don't  eat  for  pleasure. 
If  you  do  you  will  live  for  pain.  Perfect  health 
he  describes  as  "  the  physiological  balance  between 
destruction  and  construction  that  goes  on  ceaselessly 
in  cell-life."  That  means  that  when  the  cells 
call  for  construction  you  are  hungry.  If  you  feed 
them  when  they  are  not  hungry  they  will  strike, 
and  you  will  suffer  from  dis-ease,  without  a  hyphen. 
You  will  be  ill. 

This  man,  Dr.  Dewey,  says  there  is  no  frowning 
Providence  behind  the  clouds.  You  are  your  own 
providence.  (A  greater  than  Dewey  said,  "  The 
Kingdom  of  God  is  within  you.")  He  says  that  the 
"first  step  to  disease  is  the  loss  of  digestive  power," 
and  that  whatever  lowers  digestive  power  is  the 
first  exciting  cause  of  disease.  And  it  is  !  When 
a  man  gorges  his  stomach  he  is  going  to  suffer.  He 
may  eat  rich  foods  and  drink  sweet  wines,  and  smoke 
strong  cigars,  and  be  none  the  worse  for  it,  as  far 
as  he  can  see,  but  he'll  suffer,  as  sure  as  death  : — 

The  mills  of  God  grind  slowly, 
But  they  grind  exceeding  small. 

It  may  be  that  your  internal  machine  is  so  good 
that  you  can  do  foolish  things  with  impunity  for  a 
long  time,  but  the  reckoning  day  comes.  You 
cannot  escape  Fate,  Law,  God. 

Every  morsel  of  food,  beyond  the  power  of  diges- 


ABOUT  WOMEN  51 

tion  and  assimilation,  is  the  direct  cause  of  disease. 
All  disease  comes  from  the  stomach.  Good  blood 
kills  disease.  You  cannot  give  a  man  disease  if 
his  blood  is  pure.  But  that  morsel  of  undigested 
food  in  his  stomach  sets  up  putrefaction,  and  the 
blood  is  ready  for  disease.  What  form  that  disease 
will  take  was  settled  for  you  by  your  ancestors. 
It  may  be  diabetes,  or  consumption,  lumbago,  or 
skin  disease,  rheumatism,  bad  eyes,  or  asthma ; 
but  you  get  a  disease,  and  it  comes  from  the  blood. 
All  diseases  move  along  the  line  of  least  resistance, 
and  perfect  digestion  means  perfect  health.  If  your 
digestive  machine  is  right  no  harm  can  come  to  you 
by  day  or  night.  Pure  blood  means  perfect  health. 
Good  digestion  means  good  blood. 

Now  look  at  this  from  the  woman's  side  of  the 
question  !  Your  frequent  meals  are  killing  you, 
as  well  as  your  women  folk.  Your  frequent  meals 
make  the  "  servant  trouble,"  and  your  wife  or 
your  mother  has  to  do  the  work  or  the.  worry.  The 
departure  from  the  simple  system  of  life  is  leading 
you  into  the  slavery  of  death  and  destruction,  and 
the  only  way  for  a  man  to  save  his  own  soul  is  to 
give  up  eating,  except  when  he  is  hungry.  And 
he  will  never  be  hungry  more  than  once,  or,  at  most, 
twice  a  day.  He  will  save  his  own  soul,  reduce  the 
household  worries  over  fifty  per  cent.,  and  so  save 
his  wife  and  his  women-folk. 
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The  best  way  to  begin  this  salvation  process  is 
to  drop  having  breakfast.  But  as  soon  as  ever 
you  mention  that,  you  are  met  by  the  argument 
that  if  you  go  out  "on  an  empty  stomach  "  you 
will  catch  all  sorts  of  diseases.  I  used  to  think  so 
myself,  so  it's  no  use  me  throwing  stones  at  people 
who  still  stick  to  my  old  religion.  The  answer  to 
that  is,  that  it  is  not  true.  You  won't  catch  dis- 
eases, but  you  will  catch  health. 

The  other  day  we  were  up  the  Blue  Mountains, 
and  when  we  were  leaving  we  came  by  the  8.30 
train  in  the  morning.  When  our  hostess  found 
that  we  were  going  to  make  the  two  and  a  half-hours' 
journey  without  breakfast  she  was  sorely  troubled. 
It  was  bad  enough  to  go  without  it  while  staying 
in  the  house,  but  to  travel — no,  never ;  it  was 
impossible.  I  realize  how  dreadful  it  seems,  but 
Christianity  was  quite  as  shocking  to  the  Roman 
pagans.  All  new  religions  are  like  that.  Our 
hostess  was  so  troubled  about  us  that  I  had  to 
wire,  and  tell  her  we  reached  home  in  safety,  and 
enjoyed  our  lunch  ever  so  much. 

When  a  man  has  a  late  dinner — as  most  of  us 
have,  I  suppose — and  then  a  "  bite  of  supper," 
he  goes  to  bed  with  a  full  stomach,  for  it  is  a  very 
small  bag,  after  all,  10  inches  from  side  to  side, 
4  inches  from  top  to  bottom,  and  4  inches  from  back 
to  front.  He  goes  to  sleep,  and  rests  his  body, 
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but  his  internal  machine  is  going  all  night  long. 
No  wonder  men  have  unhappy  dreams ! 

When  he  awakes  in  the  morning  he  has  an  appetite, 
for  he  realizes  that  Nature  is  tired  from  the  all- 
night  efforts  to  get  rid  of  the  food.  He  has  an 
appetite  for  his  breakfast,  but  it  is  only  an  appetite, 
a  desire,  a  craving.  It  is  not  hunger.  Breakfast 
is  not  a  natural  meal !  It  is  the  product  of  a  false 
delusive  appetite.  All  the  glands  of  the  stomach 
and  the  mouth  are  weary.  The  man  has  no  saliva 
to  begin  the  process  of  digestion  with.  His  stomach 
is  as  tired  as  his  mouth.  But  he  has  an  appetite 
for  his  breakfast.  If  he  lacks  an  appetite  he  takes 
a  "  drop  of  something "  to  give  him  one.  But 
he  is  not  hungry  !  Hunger  comes  in  the  mouth  ! 
Hunger  is  not  a  "  craving,"  or  a  "  sinking,"  or  a 
"  gnawing,"  nor  an  "  all-goneness."  No  fear. 
Hunger  is  hunger,  and  it  comes  in  the  mouth.  If  a 
man  has  the  courage  to  put  this  to  the  test,  and 
say,  "  I  won't  eat  till  I'm  hungry,"  he  will  save  his 
household  from  slavery,  and  his  own  soul  from 
death. 

A  man  who  undertakes  to  eat  when  he  is  hungry, 
only,  will  soon  find  that  two  meals  a  day  are  ample. 
A  fair  lunch  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  and  a  very 
light  dinner  at  night  is  plenty,  or,  better  still,  a 
tea.  Then  his  household  will  be  healthy  and  happy, 
and  his  own  life  will  be  free  from  disease.  He  will 
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see  the  sun  shining  as  it  never  shone  before,  and 
life  will  tingle  through  all  his  veins  as  it  never  did 
since  his  careless  boyhood.  And  his  women-folk 
will  have  time  to  look  around,  and  wonder  at  the 
glory  of  God's  fair  earth.  "  He  that  hath  ears  to 
hear,  let  him  hear  !  " 

NOTE. — People  may  think  that  I  am  exaggerating  in 
regard  to  the  number  of  ill-people,  of  degenerates.  But 
here  is  a  fact  from  the  Sydney  Hospital  reports  for  last 
year  (1906)  : — 

At  four  of  the  Sydney  Hospitals  last  year,  the  out-door 
attendances  numbered  214,011.  And  there  were  14,826  in- 
door patients  at  five  hospitals.  Nearly  a  quarter  of  a 
million  patients  out  of  half  a  million  inhabitants  !  And  the 
Sydney  Morning  Herald  says  : — 

"  Large  as  these  figures  are,  however,  they  do  not  com- 
prise the  whole  of  the  work  carried  out  in  the  metropolitan 
area,  as  there  are  numerous  other  public  and  private  hospi- 
tals in  the  city  and  suburbs  which  attend  to  the  sick  and 
suffering." 

Listen  !  Out  of  the  five  largest  hospitals  in  Sydney  dur- 
ing the  year,  there  were  8,384  operations  and  1,008  deaths. 
That  was  only  in  five  of  the  largest  hospitals,  and  yet,  we 
are  worrying  about  one  plumber  who  has  got  the  plague, 
or  half  a  dozen  people  who  have  died  from  plague  during 
the  last  few  days.  The  real  plague  is  in  the  mortality  lists 
from  the  hospitals.  Yet  no  man  dares  to  discuss  this 
subject. 


CHAPTER   VI 
LIFE'S  LITTLE  TRAGEDIES 

MANY  a  time  I  have  written  you  about 
"  Life's  Little  Tragedies,"  the  little,  daily, 
hourly,  oft-recurring  sorrows  of  this  pathetic  little 
life-struggle  of  ours.  Since  I  have  learned  "  The 
Secret  of  Life  "  mine  eyes  have  been  opened  in 
a  wonderful  manner  to  the  sight  of  many  of  the  pre- 
ventable tragedies  of  existence.  I  have  held,  as  a 
truth,  for  many  years,  that  "  The  Kingdom  of  God 
is  within  you,"  but  it  is  only  recently  that  I  have 
realized  how  deep  and  awful  is  the  significance  of 
the  phrase.  It  means  that  we  make  our  own  sorrows. 
It  means  that  we  make  our  own  illnesses.  It  means 
that  all  the  suffering  and  woe  and  hunger  and 
despair  on  the  earth  are  made  by  man !  It  is  a 
terrible  statement,  but  I  believe  it  to  be  true  ! 

While  in  England  recently,  we  met  with  a  man 
and  his  wife,  who  were  staying  in  the  same  house. 
They  seemed  a  loving,  nice  couple,  and  always  went 
out  together,  and  enjoyed  the  sights  of  the  town 
in  the  company  of  one  another.  They  had  one 
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child,  a  little  girl  of  four,  with  the  saddest  face  you 
ever  saw.  She  was  a  nice  child,  in  a  way,  but 
seemed  to  be  always  on  the  verge  of  crying. 

The  man  and  woman  loved  one  another,  and  the 
child  was  their  idol.  They  did  all  that  fond  parents 
could  do  to  make  it  happy.  It  had  no  end  of  toys 
and  books,  and  expensive  playthings.  But  the 
child  took  little  interest  in  them  all.  She  seemed 
lonesome  and  unhappy,  and  the  parents  fretted 
and  worried  over  the  small  child,  till  they  all  appeared 
miserable  together.  And  yet  they  were  fond  of 
one  another.  You  never  heard  an  angry  word 
among  them.  They  were  unselfish,  and  tender, 
and  very  intelligent,  but  they  were  not  happy. 

They  sat  at  the  same  table  as  we  did,  and  I 
noticed  that  he  ate  a  terrible  quantity  of  food.  He 
was  quick  over  it,  too,  and  I  used  to  feel  as  though 
I  were  a  glutton.  He  came  to  the  table  after  me 
as  a  rule,  and  left  before  me  ;  and  yet  I  did  not 
eat  more  than  a  quarter  of  what  he  ate.  But 
then  he  was  a  big,  tall,  spare,  bad-coloured  man. 
He  looked  as  if  he  had  spent  most  of  his  life  in  India. 
What  was  my  surprise  to  learn  that  he  had  never 
been  out  of  England. 

I  have  been  teaching,  for  years  past,  that  it  is 
not  what  a  man  eats  that  makes  him  fat,  but  what 
he  assimilates.  There  are  very  stout  people  who 
eat  little,  and  there  are  very  thin  people  who  eat  a 
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great  deal ;  and  I  knew  that  their  physical  character- 
istics were  the  result  of  heredity.  That  was  all 
right,  too,  in  a  way,  but  it  was  only  when  the  Sydney 
man  told  me  his  story  that  the  deeper,  holier,  higher, 
wider  everlasting  truth  dawned  upon  me.  Then 
I  realized  the  bitterness  of  the  English  tragedy,  of 
which  I  had  been  a  witness. 

The  man  took  suddenly  ill.  His  wife  said  he 
got  a  chill  coming  from  the  theatre  one  night, 
because  he  had  on  a  thin  suit,  and  the  wind  had 
turned  to  the  east  while  the  play  was  going  on. 
But  he  would  soon  be  better.  He  had  been  ailing 
more  or  less  all  his  life.  He  was  subject  to  attacks 
of  this  sort,  and  it  would  soon  pass  over. 

But  it  did  not  pass  over.  The  poor  man  grew 
worse  and  worse,  and  his  temperature  rose  to  abnor- 
mal heights,  and  the  doctor  was  called  in,  and  the 
devoted  wife  became  the  nurse.  She  sat  up  day 
and  night,  and  waited  on  her  husband  as  only  a 
devoted  wife  can.  The  man  had  to  be  fed  every 
two  hours,  with  liquid  food,  to  "  keep  his  strength 
up ;  "  and  so  that  poor  woman  was  on  the  move 
day  and  night — for  a  while.  But  Nature  has  her 
limits,  and  very  soon  a  hired  nurse  had  to  be  secured, 
and  the  wife  and  the  nurse  spent  their  days  and 
nights  beside  the  sick  man's  bed. 

The  little  girl  came  to  the  table,  as  of  old,  for 
all  meals,  and  my  sympathies  went  out  to  the  helpless 
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babe.  But  we  could  do  nothing  for  her.  She 
would  sit  up  to  the  table  for  lunch,  and  eat  nothing. 
She  would  rattle  on  the  plates  with  her  knife  and 
fork,  and  pick  up  food  with  her  fingers.  She  would 
upset  cups,  tumblers,  anything  that  came  in  her 
way  ;  but  she  hardly  ever  ate  anything.  She  had 
never  been  taught  how  to  behave  at  table,  because 
"  she  was  too  young."  Poor  little  soul !  A  baby's 
education  should  start  before  it  can  see,  or  hear, 
or  creep.  The  wise  parent  begins  the  child's  educa- 
tion before  it  is  born,  but  that  is  another  subject. 

This  child  was  a  source  of  sore  trouble  to  us  all, 
but  what  could  we  do  ?  Our  sympathies  were  with 
the  mother  and  father  in  their  "  visitation,"  and  we 
could  only  express  it  by  bearing  with  the  little  girl. 

If  I  had  thought  of  the  theory  at  all  I  would  have 
realized  what  was  the  matter  with  the  father,  the 
mother,  and  the  child,  because  my  own  common- 
sense  and  physiological  knowledge  ought  to  have 
taught  me ;  but  it  didn't.  I  had  never  heard  of 
Dr.  Dewey,  and  I  was  ill  myself  from  the  very  same 
cause  that  was  cursing  this  unfortunate  family. 
We  find  it  difficult  to  think  behind  and  beyond 
the  customs  of  our  race.  We  wear  black  clothes 
for  mourning,  and  think  it  a  religious  custom. 
It  never  dawns  on  us  that  our  ancestors  used  to 
disguise  themselves  with  mud,  and  blood,  and 
gashings,  so  that  the  evil-spirit  of  the  dead  would 
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not  recognize  them  and  take  them  away.  No, 
certainly  not.  We  never  dare,  even  if  we  were 
able,  to  ask  for  the  beginning  of  things,  or  the  origin 
of  customs. 

The  little  girl  at  our  table  could  not  eat  her  meals 
because  her  ignorant,  foolish,  loving  mother  allowed 
her  to  eat  sweets  and  cakes  at  all  hours.  When 
the  child  cried,  because  of  indigestion,  her  mother 
gave  her  a  beautiful  sweet  cake.  When  the  child 
was  fretting,  because  her  stomach  was  out  of  order, 
the  mother  gave  her  sweetmeats  and  delicate  little 
dainties,  such  as  confectioners  make.  And  when 
the  mother  had  to  give  the  child  castor  oil  she  bribed 
the  babe  with  eatables.  And  so  the  little  victim 
of  a  mother's  foolish  love  worried  us  all  at  the  table, 
and  kept  the  house  in  a  ferment. 

And  the  father  was  suffering  from  exactly  the 
same  thing.  He  had  allowed  his  stomach  to  be 
his  master,  and  had  never  been  real  hungry  in  his 
life.  He  had  eaten  to  satisfy  his  appetite,  and  the 
more  he  ate  the  more  appetite  he  had.  It  is  like 
a  man  drinking  whisky  to  quench  his  thirst.  The 
more  he  drinks  the  thirstier  he  gets,  until  all  the 
whisky  in  the  earth  would  fail  to  quench  his  thirst. 
He  drinks  and  drinks  till  the  blue-devils  dance 
around  him,  and  the  fires  of  hell  consume  him,  and 
his  thirst  burns  him  up.  The  appetite  is  exactly 
the  same  as  the  drinkatite.  The  more  you  eat 
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the  more  you  want  to  eat,  and  the  more  you  eat  the 
harder  you  are  to  please,  and  finally  your  internal 
machinery  gets  out  of  order.  Nature  goes  on 
strike,  and  you  get  pneumonia,  or  pleurisy,  or 
rheumatic  gout,  or  dysentery,  or  deafness,  or  blind- 
ness, or  some  horrible  disease.  This  poor  man  had 
an  "  attack  of  pneumonia,"  but  it  was  really  a  case 
of  poisoning  from  over-eating. 

If  the  doctors  had  been  wise  they  would  have 
said,  "  Let  his  body  fight  it  out  with  the  disease, 
but  don't  worry  his  stomach  till  Nature  has  had  a 
chance.  Don't  give  him  bite  or  sup  till  he  is  hungry, 
if  it  takes  six  weeks."  Instead  of  that,  they  ordered 
the  poor  man  to  be  fed  every  two  hours  ;  and, 
although  his  stomach  recoiled  from  food,  yet  he 
had  been  brought  up  in  the  bad  old  tradition  of  his 
race.  His '"  strength  must  be  kept  up."  As  if 
the  poor,  weak  body  could  digest  the  foods  that 
were  given  him.  The  milk  and  beef-tea,  and  horrible 
things  that  his  stomach  would  have  recoiled  from 
hi  health,  were  forced  on  him  in  sickness,  and  so 
the  poor  man  died.  He  died  from  his  own  ignor- 
ance ;  from  his  parents'  ignorance,  probably  ;  from 
the  doctor's  ignorance  ;  from  his  wife's  ignorance. 
And  yet,  at  the  funeral,  the  minister  read  the  words, 
''  The  Lord  giveth,  and  the  Lord  taketh  away." 
And  nobody  said  it  was  a  lie.  Nobody  said  it  was 
a  libel  on  the  good  God.  The  man  had  committed 
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suicide  through  ignorance,  and  the  ignorant  ones 
had  helped  him. 

The  widow  would  have  laid  herself  down  in  the 
grave  with  her  darling,  and  died  there  contentedly, 
but  her  little  girl  called  her.  The  child  was  sick  now, 
and  the  mother  said  that  it  was  through  being 
neglected  while  her  husband  was  ill.  If  that  child 
had  been  so  neglected  that  it  had  cried  from  hunger 
she  might  have  lived  to  be  an  old  woman.  If  the 
neglect  had  meant  starvation  the  child  would  have 
grown  healthy,  but  the  same  disease  that  killed  the 
father  killed  the  child.  It  died  from  race-suicide, 
from  race-ignorance,  from  over-feeding.  That  child 
never  was  hungry  in  its  life.  It  never  enjoyed  one 
rational  meal  in  all  its  little  career.  The  poor  child 
was  fed  to  death  through  the  ignorance  of  its  loving 
parents.  The  babe  died,  and  was  buried,  and  the 
widow  was  left  to  wail  over  the  "  mysterious  decrees 
of  Providence." 

No  child  on  earth  should  be  fed  more  than  three 
times  a  day,  and  no  man  or  woman  should  be 
fed  more  than  twice  a  day.  The  human  stomach 
is  a  bag  with  a  capacity  of,  say,  two  pints,  and  it 
ought  to  be  absolutely  cleaned  out  every  day,  and 
given  a  chance  to  recover  itself,  rest  itself  after  the 
burden  of  its  work  ;  but  who  gives  it  a  chance  ? 
How  many  men  or  women  ever  allow  themselves 
to  get  hungry,  except  by  accident  ? 
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If  a  man  is  going  to  the  war  he  keeps  his  rifle 
clean  and  in  good  order.  He  knows,  his  officers 
know,  everybody  knows,  that  his  life  may  depend 
on  it ;  so  it  is  part  of  his  daily  drill  to  learn  to  handle 
his  rifle,  and  to  keep  it  clean.  A  man's  stomach 
is  of  much  more  importance  to  him  in  the  battle 
of  life  than  was  ever  rifle  to  soldier.  But  who 
teaches  him  how  to  use  it  ?  Who  teaches  him  how 
to  keep  it  clean,  and  in  good  order  ?  Nobody  ! 

So  far  have  we  forgotten  the  simple  laws  of  life 
that  we  don't  even  know  that  we  have  got  stomachs. 
We  have  a  saying  that  "  No  man  can  be  perfectly 
happy  if  he  knows  he  has  a  stomach."  And  millions 
of  us  endorse  that  statement  in  the  most  practical 
manner.  We  are  so  sunk  in  ignorance  that  when 
a  popular  dramatist  called  the  stomach  "  Little 
Mary  "  we  all  adopted  the  phrase  gladly,  so  that  we 
might  refer  to  the  organ  on  which  our  material  and 
eternal  welfare  is  based. 

We  have  so  complicated  life  that  we  eat  when 
the  bell  rings,  and  we  keep  the  stomach  in  constant 
work,  even  to  the  extent  of  seven  meals  a  day. 
Then  we  wonder  why  disease  is  rife.  When  influenza 
comes,  or  any  new  disease,  we  look  on  it  as  a  "  vis- 
itation of  God  ;  "  but  it  isn't.  It  is  Nature's  protest 
against  our  sinful  ignorance. 

The  tragedy  we  saw  in  England,  of  which  I  have 
told  you  in  this  chapter,  is  only  one  out  of  thousands 
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that  occur  yearly  in  our  own  land.  We  are  blind 
and  ignorant,  and  almost  hopeless.  And  what 
can  we  do  ? 

WE  can  do  nothing.  But  you  can  do  much. 
You,  the  individual,  can  do  everything.  The 
remedy  for  all  the  sins  against  the  body  is  to  take 
your  own  self  in  hand,  and  NEVER  EAT  TILL  YOU  ARE 
HUNGRY.  It  is  so  simple,  so  easy,  so  effective.  It 
is  like  the  teachings  of  Jesus  Christ — Love  your 
neighbour.  But  it  takes  a  deal  of  self-control  to 
practise  it ! 


CHAPTER   VII 
BILIOUSNESS 

A  FRIEND  of  mine  suffers  from  biliousness, 
and  when  the  attacks  come — and  they  come 
more  frequently  as  he  grows  older — he  suffers  the 
most  frightful  agony.  His  eyes  turn  yellow,  his 
skin  grows  sallow,  and  all  the  energy  of  life  goes 
out  of  him.  Business  is  impossible,  for  the  pains 
of  hell  get  hold  upon  him,  and  he  goes  to  bed  and 
moans  in  agony.  He  is  a  clever  man,  too,  an  exceed- 
ingly clear-sighted,  shrewd  business  man  ;  but  he 
suffers  horribly  from  biliousness. 

Since  I  learned  "  The  Secret  of  Life  "  I've  been 
well,  better  than  I've  been  for  years  and  years,  I 
am  growing  younger,  too,  and  I  run  up  stairs, 
taking  two  steps  at  a  time.  The  other  day  I  came 
out  of  my  office,  and  one  of  the  staff,  who  has  been 
with  me  for  about  eight  years,  smilingly  said,  "  I 
never  knew  you  could  whistle."  I  wondered  where 
the  ]oke  came  in,  but  it  appeared  that  I  had  actually 
been  whistling  in  the  office,  just  from  the  pure  joy 
of  living  !  It  is  years  and  years  since  I  was  as  well 
as  I  am  now. 
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One  day  I  was  going  over  to  see  this  bilious  friend 
of  mine,  and  I  suddenly  stopped  in  the  middle 
of  Pitt  Street,  near  the  Post  Office,  and  said,  "  Is 
that  you  ?  "  Me  ?  I  ?  Yes  !  Here  was  I  swinging 
along  like  a  boy,  with  my  heart  full  of  gladness,  and 
my  veins  full  of  joyous  life.  Was  this  the  man 
who  had  been  moping  for  years,  and  seeking  health 
in  France,  and  the  South  of  England,  and  America, 
and  on  the  wide  salt  seas  of  a  sad  world  ?  The 
very  same  man  !  And  I  had  come  back  to  dear 
old  Sydney,  to  the  sunshine,  and  the  friends,  and 
the  comfort ;  and  here  I  was,  riotously  well  and 
happy.  And  why  ?  Because  I'd  suddenly  found 
"  The  Secret  of  Life,"  and  one  half  of  it  is  NEVER 

EAT    TILL    YOU    ARE    HUNGRY.      Most    of    yOU    knOW 

the  other  half  as  well,  and  it  is  almost  as  simple  and 
as  silly  as  the  first  half ;  but  it  would  be  useless  to 
tell  you  what  it  is  now.  I'll  leave  that  till  later. 
When  I  reached  my  friend's  office  he  looked  the 
picture  of  misery,  for  he  had  been  suffering  from 
one  of  his  bilious  attacks,  and  ought  to  have  been 
at  home.  He  had  been  in  bed  all  yesterday,  but 
he  had  felt  compelled  to  come  to  business  to-day,  or 
things  would  have  gone  all  wrong.  There  you 
have  the  whole  thing.  He  was  a  slave  to  his  business. 
His  business  had  him  by  the  leg  more  securely  than 
ever  the  leg-irons  had  a  "  lag."  We  are  nearly 
all  slaves  to  business,  or  habit,  or  social  custom, 

E 
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or  appetite,  or  disease  of  some  sort.  The  only  free 
man  is  he  who  is  master  of  himself,  and  enjoys  life 
from  hour  to  hour,  or,  as  Horace  puts  it : — 

Lord  of  himself  that  man  will  be, 

And  happy  in  his  life  alway, 
Who  still  at  eve  can  say,  with  free 

Contented  soul,  "  I've  lived  to-day." 

How  many  of  us  live  to-day  ?  Are  we  not  waiting 
till  we  have  made  our  fortunes  ?  Are  we  not  putting 
off  living  till  there  shall  be  less  worry,  or  more 
money,  or  easier  times  ?  Aye,  marry,  my  gossips, 
we  think  we  shall  "  live  "  by  and  bye,  but  if  we 
fail  to  live  to-day  we  have  lost  a  day  of  life.  "  The 
Kingdom  of  God  is  within  you,"  said  the  Master, 
and  it  is  in  you  to-day,  as  much  as  it  will  ever  be. 

My  friend  was  a  wise  man,  as  this  world  counts 
wisdom.  He  was  a  shrewd  business  man  indeed, 
a  man  with  many  servants  ;  and  I  daresay  some 
of  his  employees  thought  him  a  hard  taskmaster. 
But  none  of  his  men  worked  as  hard  as  he  did  him- 
self. He  dared  not  be  so  hard  on  a  hired  man  as 
he  was  on  himself ;  and  so  he  suffered.  He  had 
bilious  attacks  ! 

I  told  him  how  to  cure  them,  but  he  smiled.  Ah, 
yes,  it  was  nice  of  me ;  but  his  disease  lay  too  deep 
to  be  cured  by  simply  fasting.  Then  I  remem- 
bered the  story  of  the  leper  Naaman,  who  went  to 
Elisha,  and  the  prophet  told  him  to  wash  seven 
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times  in  the  Jordan,  and  he  would  be  healed.  "  But 
Naaman  was  wroth,  and  went  away,  and  said, 
'  Behold,  I  thought  he  will  surely  come  out  to  me, 
and  stand,  and  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord,  his 
God,  and  strike  his  hand  over  the  place,  and  recover 
the  leper.  Are  not  Abana  and  Pharpar,  rivers  of 
Damascus,  better  than  all  the  waters  of  Israel  ? 
May  I  not  wash  in  them,  and  be  clean  ? '  So  he 
turned,  and  went  away  in  a  rage." 

My  friend  did  not  get  into  a  rage,  but  he  smiled 
at  the  simplicity  of  my  remedy,  and  said,  in  his 
heart,  what  Naaman  the  leper  said.  Human  nature 
never  alters  in  its  depths.  We  only  change  super- 
ficially. In  the  abysmal  depths  of  the  human  heart, 
where  the  storms  of  the  hour  come  not,  we  are  as 
of  old.  David  and  Solomon,  Naaman  and  Elisha 
are  with  us  to-day.  Men  may  come  and  nations 
go,  but  the  heart  abideth  forever.  My  friend,  the 
modern  Naaman,  objected  to  the  simple  cure  of 
hunger,  just  as  the  ancient  Naaman  objected  to 
the  simple  bath  in  the  poor  little  Jordan  !  But  he 
is  getting  converted,  and  I  hope  that  before  these 
words  are  in  print  his  bilious  attacks  will  be  over. 

After  I  left  him  I  wondered  how  I  had  been  so 
long  blind  to  the  simple  cure  for  biliousness.  Had 
nobody  ever  told  me  the  cause  of  it?  I  looked 
up  the  Australian  Medical  Guide,  vol.  i.,  p.  91, 
under  the  head  of  "  Bilious,"  and  that  tells  you 


68  NO  BREAKFAST 

what  it  is.  The  doctor  says  that  our  semi-tropical 
climate  is  a  good  cause,  but  he  adds,  "  Other  fre- 
quent causes  are  errors  in  eating  and  drinking, 
constipation,  sedentary  occupations,  or  indolent 
habits  and  want  of  sufficient  or  proper  exercise."  .  .  . 

'*  It  is  often  the  result  of  some  indiscretion  in  diet 

Sick  headache,  as  it  is  called,  is  for  the  most  part  a 
form  of  acute  indigestion.  ...  It  is  best  to  keep 
the  digestive  organs  quiet  after  the  attack  is  over. 
Accordingly,  no  solid  food  should  be  allowed  for  a 
day  or  two,  and  the  diet  restricted  to  liquid  or  semi- 
liquid  nourishment." 

In  cases  of  "  subacute  biliousness  "  (p.  92),  the 
doctor  says  :  "  In  this  form  there  has  been,  perhaps, 
the  unstinted  use  of  unsuitable  food,  with,  possibly, 
in  addition,  more  alcoholic  liquor  than  is  desirable 
or  necessary." 

When  I  read  the  Medical  Guide  in  the  Light 
of  recent  knowledge  I  saw  that  it  had  explained 
to  me  that  the  root  and  source  of  all  biliousness 
is  the  stomach.  But  why  had  I  not  learned  it  ? 
It  is  simple.  It  is  as  simple  as  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount,  which  says,  in  effect,  "  Love  your  neighbour." 
All  the  law  and  the  gospel  is  summed  up  in  those 
three  words,  and  if  every  man  loved  his  neighbour 
there  would  be  no  war,  no  strife,  no  hatred,  malice, 
or  uncharitableness,  and  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven 
would  exist  on  the  earth.  You  see  that  ?  It  is 
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as  simple  as  A  B  C.  But  why  don't  we  do  it  ?  Well, 
it  isn't  easy,  is  it  ?  Going  to  church  on  Sunday 
is  a  heap  easier.  But  why  don't  we  do  the  simple 
thing  ?  Why  did  Naaman  fly  into  a  rage  at  being 
told  to  wash  in  the  Jordan  ?  Because  it  was  too 
simple !  Why  did  not  my  bilious  friend  adopt 
my  cure  ?  Because  he  was  Naamitish  ! 

If  a  man  will  only  EAT  WHEN  HE  is  HUNGRY  he 
will  never  be  bilious.  If  a  man  will  chew  his  food 
well  before  he  swallows  it,  he  will  never  be  ill.  You 
need  to  say  that  over  and  over  again,  and  say 
it  slowly.  You  need  to  realize  that  a  man  is  a 
machine,  a  delicate,  complicated,  wonderfully  adapt- 
ive machine,  which  has  taken  thousands  of  years, 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  years,  millions  of  years, 
to  bring  to  what  it  is  to-day.  But  very  few  people 
appear  to  realize  that.  The  legend  on  the  Temple 
of  Delphos  has  been  forgotten,  "  Man,  know  thyself." 
We  have  forgotten  what  manner  of  animal  we  are  ; 
hence  the  race  for  wealth  and  place  and  power, 
and  the  deterioration  of  the  race  which  is  going 
on  with  the  advance  in  material  prosperity. 

But  the  new  gospel  has  been  sounded,  and  the 
evangel  of  the  higher,  simpler  life  is  calling  over 
land  and  sea.  This  "  Secret  of  Life "  embodies 
the  teaching  of  the  new  world's  gospel,  and  it  is 
bound  to  spread,  because  it  is  true.  But  it  is 
repulsive  to  many,  because  it  is  simple,  and  because 
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it  means  self-control,  self-denial,  and  the  develop- 
ment of  the  higher,  holier  man.  And  yet,  it  is 
bound  to  spread,  and  spread  rapidly,  and  you  hear 
rumours  of  it  on  every  side.  You  see  paragraphs 
about  it  in  the  papers.  Here  is  what  I  read,  only 
this  morning,  in  the  daily  paper  : — 

"  EATING  TOO  MUCH,  AND  TOO  OFTEN. 

"  In  one  of  Byrno's  comedies,  an  old  family  doctor 
tersely  sums  up  the  ills  of  one  of  his  female  patients  in 
this  way  :  '  She  eats  too  much  and  too  often.'  A 
brief  but  valuable  sermon  on  this  universally  interest- 
ing subject  has  been  preached  by  the  Hygienic  Gazette, 
of  London,  as  follows  : — '  A  prolific  cause  of  chronic 
indigestion  is  eating  from  habit,  and  simply  because  it 
is  meal-time  and  others  are  eating.  To  eat  when  not 
hungry  is  to  eat  without  relish,  and  food  taken  with- 
out relish  is  worse  than  wasted.  Without  relish  the 
salivary  glands  do  not  act,  the  gastric  fluids  are  not 
freely  secreted,  and  the  best  of  foods  will  not  be 
digested.  Many  perfectly  ha1rmless  dishes  are  severely 
condemned  for  no  other  reason  than  that  they  were 
eaten  perfunctorily  and  without  relish,  and  due 
insalivation.  Hunger  makes  the  plainest  foods  enjoy- 
able. It  causes  vigorous  secretion  and  outpouring  of 
all  the  digestive  fluids — the  sources  of  ptyalin,  pepsin, 
trypsin,  etc.,  without  a  plentiful  supply  of  which  no 
foods  can  be  perfectly  digested.  Wait  for  an  appetite 
if  it  takes  a  week.  Fasting  is  one  of  the  saving  graces. 
It  has  a  spiritual  significance  only  through  its  great 
physical  and  physiologic  importance.  If  breakfast  is 
a  bore  or  lunch  a  matter  of  indifference,  cut  one  or 
both  of  them  out.  Wait  for  distinct  and  unmistakable 
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hunger,  and  then  eat  slowly.  If  you  do  this,  you  need 
ask  few  questions  as  to  the  property  and  digestibility 
of  what  you  eat ;  and  it  need  not  be  predigested  !  ' ' 

That  is  the  summing  up  of  the  new  gospel,  in  a 
clear,  terse  manner  ;  but  who  will  heed  it  ?  Very 
few !  I  must  tell  you  the  rest  of  the  "  Secret " 
later  on. 


CHAPTER   VIII 
A  MATTER  OF  TASTE 

SUPPOSE  I  were  to  say  now,  that  I  was  going 
to  tell  you  a  wonderful  secret,  one  that  would 
lengthen  your  lives  and  bring  joy  and  peace  into 
dreary  existences,  wouldn't  you  be  excited  ?  Well 
that's  what  I'm  going  to  do,  but  you  won't  believe 
it.  And  yet,  some  of  you  dear  folks  will  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  passing  glory,  and  will  realize  what 
the  secret  of  life  is,  and  you  will  "  live  happy  ever 
after,"  like  the  lovers  in  the  fairy  tale.  And  why 
not  all  of  you  ?  Yes,  why  not  ? 

The  trouble  with  most  of  us  is  mental  laziness. 
We  are  slow  at  thinking  ;  we  are  not  used  to  it, 
and  it  hurts.  We  have  been  brought  up  to  believe 
that  it  is  wicked  to  think  for  ourselves,  and  so  we 
have  mostly  forgotten  how,  and  we  live  in  ruts  and 
grooves,  and  dark  valleys  where  the  blessed  sun- 
shine cometh  never. 

I  know  how  you  can  heal  all  your  evil  diseases, 
all  your  sicknesses  and  langours,  and  depressions, 
and  "  Blues,"  and  pessimisms.  And  it's  cheap  ! 
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The  cure  is  in  your  own  hands.  You  haven't  got 
to  buy  any  expensive  books  or  electrical  belts,  or 
medicines.  It  is  cheap  as  the  Gospel  of  God,  and 
as  free  as  the  air  you  breathe,  and  because  it  is  so 
cheap  and  simple,  many  of  you  won't  believe  it. 
But  I'm  not  discouraged.  Some  will  hear  and 
heed  ! 

Now,  listen  to  me  and  believe  me  if  you  can. 
All  disease  is  the  result  of  sin.  Sin  is  a  breach  of 
the  law.  Nature's  idea  of  sin,  and  man's  idea  of 
sin,  are  two  different  things.  The  old  saying  is  that : 

Evil  is  wrought  by  want  of  thought, 
As  well  as  want  of  heart. 

The  things  you  do  thoughtlessly  are  sins,  as  well 
as  the  things  you  do  maliciously.  Nature  punishes 
a  man  for  the  things  he  did  without  thinking,  just 
as  mercilessly  as  she  does  for  the  things  he  did 
wilfully  and  deliberately.  Sin  is  not  what  we  mostly 
think  it  is. 

All  disease  is  the  result  of  ignorance.  You  see 
that,  don't  you  ?  If  a  man  puts  some  dynamite 
into  the  fire  to  see  what  will  happen,  he  gets  blown 
to  pieces.  But  he  is  punished  for  his  ignorance 
just  the  same  as  if  it  was  sin.  Men  sin  through 
ignorance,  and  it  is  counted  to  them  as  sin ;  and 
the  punishment  of  sin  is  dis-ease,  lack  of  ease,  pain, 
and  sorrow. 
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Just  look  at  the  average  man  eating,  and  you 
will  find  that  he  "  bolts  "  his  food  with  very  little 
mastication.  Very  few  of  us  have  time  to  eat  pro- 
perly. We  are  in  such  a  hurry  to  live  that  we  have 
no  time  to  live  right.  We  are  so  hurried  in  our 
existence  that  we  fail  to  get  the  pleasure  out  of  it. 
And  we  say  that  life  is  a  failure.  So  it  is,  to  most 
of  us,  but  that  is  our  own  fault. 

Let  me  repeat  what  you  ought-  to  clearly  under- 
stand before  this.  A  man's  life  depends  upon  his 
blood.  "  The  blood  is  the  life."  The  blood  is 
produced  by  the  stomach,  so  a  man's  life  depends 
on  his  stomach.  Therefore,  the  most  essential 
thing  for  a  man  to  do  is  to  look  out  for  his  stomach. 
Yes,  that's  right.  But  he  ought  to  understand  it. 
But  who  does  ? 

A  man  ought  to  eat  for  strength,  but  some  eat 
for  pleasure.  Some  eat  for  necessity,  and  take  as 
little  time  over  it  as  possible.  Then  they  wonder 
why  they  are  ill. 

A  man  should  never  eat  till  he  is  hungry,  and  that 
will  never  be  more  frequently  than  once,  or  at 
most  twice,  in  the  twenty-four  hours.  When  he 
does  eat,  he  should  see  that  his  food  is  nutritious, 
and  that  he  gets  all  the  nutriment  out  of  it  in  his 
mouth.  But  who  does  that  ? 

Men  swallow  soup  as  they  swallow  water,  or 
whisky,  or  temperance  drinks.  They  hardly  ever 
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get  the  taste  of  it.  They  "  bolt  "  their  food  without 
ever  waiting  to  taste  it.  They  never  think  of  the 
holy  sense  of  taste.  They  wonder  why  they  are  ill ; 
why  they  have  horrible  diseases,  and  rheumatism, 
and  gout,  and  Bright's  disease,  and  consumption, 
and  diabetes,  and  bilious  attacks,  and  a  thousand 
other  things.  It  is  because  they  never  taste  their 
food! 

A  man  has  a  wonderful  machine  inside  of  him, 
a  very  miracle  of  mechanism,  a  living,  organic 
machine.  It  is  more  delicate  and  complicated 
than  the  Strasburg  clock.  It  is  more  miraculous 
than  the  story  of  Jonah  and  the  whale.  It  is  so 
wonderful  that  the  human  mind  falters  at  thought 
of  it.  When  the  Bishop  saw  a  man  opened  he  said  : 
"  I  wonder  how  we  live."  So  do  I.  It  is  a  miracle  ! 

To  keep  this  machine  in  good  going  order  a  man 
ought  to  see  that  the  fuel  is  right.  He  should  burn 
good  coal,  and  see  that  no  unnecessary  work  is  put 
on  to  the  machine.  In  order  to  do  that  he  should 
never  eat  till  his  teeth  are  watering,  till  the  glands 
of  his  mouth  are  all  in  active  operation  with  the 
desire  for  food.  That  is  the  first  process  in  the 
manufacture  of  good  blood.  If  a  man  eats  when 
he  is  not  hungry,  he  is  tempting  fate  to  smite  him, 
and  fate  does  it,  too  !  There  is  no  paltering  with 
the  gods.  They  never  err  nor  falter.  They  strike 
always.  The  sins  of  the  fathers  are  visited  on  the 
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third  and  fourth  generations,  it  ma)'  be,  but  the 
blow  falls,  every  time. 

When  a  man's  teeth  are  watering  he  ought  to 
eat,  and  not  before.  Then  he  ought  to  be  sure 
that  no  food  passes  down  into  that  wonderful 
machine  until  he  has  reduced  it  all  to  pulp,  to  a 
fine,  fluent  pulp,  out  of  which  he  has  extracted  all 
the  taste,  all  the  nutrition.  The  best  taste  of  a 
mouthful  of  food  comes  at  the  very  last.  When 
there  is  no  taste  in  a  thing.  There  is  no  nutrition 
in  it.  You  get  the  taste  by  chewing  it,  and  when 
you  chew  something  in  vain,  till  all  the  taste  has 
gone  out  of  it,  and  it  is  not  reduced  to  a  pulp,  eject 
it.  That  morsel  is  not  fit  for  the  machine. 

All  the  fuel  for  the  machine  should  be  properly 
reduced  to  a  pulp,  so  that  you  require  no  liquid 
with  your  meals.  If  you  have  to  wash  your  dinner 
down  with  beer,  or  tea,  or  water,  or  any  fluid,  you 
will  have  to  pay  for  it  later,  with  influenza,  or  indi- 
gestion, or  some  dreadful  disease.  You  never,  never 
can  escape  !  The  eyes  of  the  gods  are  everywhere ! 

Old  Epictetus,  the  Roman  slave,  my  friend  and 
teacher,  said,  in  the  days  of  Nero  : — "  We  have  a 
body  in  common  with  the  brutes,  and  reason  and 
sentiments  in  common  with  the  gods.  Most  people 
incline  towards  their  unhappy  and  mortal  kindred, 
and  only  some  few  to  the  happy  and  divine  one." 
Amen.  Very  few  of  us  realize  our  god-like  relation- 
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ships,  and  we  eat  and  drink  as  do  the  beasts,1  and 
then  we  wonder  why  we  are  ill  ?  The  wonder  is 
that  we  are  ever  well. 

Now  let  me  say  this  slowly  and  clearly,  for  this 
is  the  secret  of  the  life  that  relates  to  the  animal 
side  of  us.  Any  morsel  of  food  that  goes  down 
the  throat,  unsalivated  and  unmasticated,  is  poison. 
It  will  cause  disease.  It  will  give  the  machine 
too  much  work  to  do,  and  the  machine  not  doing 
it,  the  food  will  putrefy,  decompose,  decay,  and  form 
a  breeding  ground,  a  nesting  place  for  deadly  germs. 
You  need  never  err  in  regard  to  this.  If  food  is 
not  masticated  in  the  mouth,  the  stomach  is  not 
able  to  deal  with  it,  and  life  is  thereby  shortened 
and  generally  embittered. 

But,  says  the  average  man,  it  would  take  me 
an  hour  to  eat  my  dinner  if  I  had  to  chew  everything 
to  a  fluid.  Yes,  adds  his  friend,  or  two  hours ! 
Exactly.  It  might  take  you  four  hours,  but  that 
only  shows  that  the  food  is  the  wrong  sort.  If  a 
man  eats  properly  cooked,  good  food,  he  ought  to 
be  able  to  do  the  eating  for  twenty-four  hours  in 
one  hour,  or  less.  If  he  eats  as  he  ought  to  eat, 
he  will  find  that  two  meals  a  day  are  plenty,  and 
that  would  give  him  half  an  hour  to  each  meal, 
but  the  wise  man  will  take  longer  than  that.  He 
that  eats  slowly  will  be  able  to  work  fast,  and  live 
1  I  apologize  to  the  beasts  ! 
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long.  As  Horace  Fletcher  says  : — "  Unless  a  person 
has  a  pressing  engagement  with  his  own  funeral, 
what  sense  is  there  in  hurrying  with  his  meals  ?  " 
But  we  all  hurry  over  our  meals ! 

Let  me  say  this  carefully.  Disease  is  the  result 
of  dirt.  All  disease  is  the  result  of  dirt.  The  dirt 
has  reached  the  blood,  and  the  blood  is  the  life. 
When  a  man  swallows  any  form  of  food  which  has 
not  been  properly  salivated,  and  chewed,  and  re- 
duced to  pulp,  he  is  swallowing  dirt.  The  gristle, 
the  skin,  and  tasteless  stuff  that  is  swallowed  is  "  dirt," 
and  the  machine  cannot  deal  with  it.  Thus  we 
have  disease  !  All  disease  is  due  to  dirt,  to  matter 
which  the  system  cannot  get  rid  of.  If  you  chew 
your  food,  you  will  have  no  disease.  This  may 
seem  so  simple  as  to  be  silly,  but  it  is  God's  truth. 
All  disease  is  the  result  of  improper  mastication, 
and  the  disregard  of  taste  in  food. 


CHAPTER   IX 
SELF-CONTROL 

ONE  half  of  "The  Secret  of  Life"  is  to  EAT  WHEN 
YOU  ARE  HUNGRY,  and  never  at  any  other 
time.  The  other  half  is  summed  up  in  the  words 
Self-control.  Some  people  think  that  "  The  Secret 
of  Life  "  is  going  without  your  breakfast,  and  only 
eating  twice  a  day,  or  once  a  day.  Some  believe 
that  vegetarianism  is  "  The  Secret  of  Life,"  or 
"  Temperance,"  or  "  Physical  Drill,"  or  "  Christian 
Science,"  or  "Metaphysics,"  but  each  and  every 
one  is  wrong  unless  they  include  the  statement 
that  a  man  must  be  master  of  his  own  soul. 

This  may  be  called  a  new  doctrine,  but  it  has 
been  taught  by  all  the  mighty  teachers  of  earth. 
In  Ecclesiastes  x.  16,  it  says,  "  Woe  unto  thee,  O 
land,  when  thy  princes  eat  in  the  morning."  What 
about  the  woe  that  comes  to  a  land  where  everybody 
eats  in  the  morning  ?  When  the  breakfast  is  the 
chief  meal  of  the  day  ?  Woe  has  come  to  the  land 
right  enough.  Our  hospitals  are  crowded,  our 
streets  are  thick  with  doctors  and  drug  stores,  and 
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very  few  people  are  really  well.  And  we  all  eat  in 
the  morning. 

In  Ecclesiastes  x.  17,  it  says,  "  Blessed  art  thou, 
O  land,  when  thy  princes  eat  in  due  season,  for 
strength  and  not  for  drunkenness."  What  are  our 
great  dinner  parties  for.  Are  they  for  strength  or 
drunkenness  ?  Why  do  we  eat  ?  Because  the 
bell  rings,  or  the  hour  strikes.  We  go  to  our  meals 
because  we  love  to  eat.  There  are  gluttons  in  our 
land  who  measure  all  places  by  the  ability  of  the 
cook,  or  the  quantity  of  food.  There  are  people 
who  live  in  hotels  and  boarding-houses  who  eat  as 
much  as  they  can  to  "  get  the  worth  of  their  money." 
Very  few  eat  for  strength.  We  eat  for  custom. 
But  the  blessing  comes  to  those  who  "  eat  in  due 
season  for  strength."  Do  we  do  it  ?  Morning 
tea,  forenoon  tea,  afternoon  tea,  and  supper  !  What 
are  they  f or  ?  "  Strength  ?  "  Nay,  for  lust  of 
eating. 

A  man  should  be  master  of  his  own  soul !  He 
should  be  master  of  his  appetites,  and  drinkatites, 
and  smokatites.  But  who  is  ?  Old  Lao-tze,  the 
Chinaman,  who  lived  centuries  before  Christ,  said  : — 
"  He  who  overcomes  others  is  strong,  but  he  who 
conquers  himself  is  mighty."  Yea,  verily  !  And  our 
own  Scriptures  say,  "  He  that  is  slow  to  anger  is 
better  than  the  mighty  ;  and  he  that  ruleth  his 
spirit  than  he  that  taketh  a  city."  Amen ! 
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It  is  no  new  doctrine  I  preach.  Every  man 
should  be  master  of  his  own  soul,  and  should  control 
his  own  appetites,  his  passions,  lusts,  desires, 
tempers.  The  kingdom  of  heaven  is  within  us.  We 
dream  of  it,  in  our  ignorance,  as  a  place  that  is  far 
away,  beyond  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb. 
Yet,  when  the  Pharisees  asked  the  Master,  nineteen 
hundred  years  ago,  where  this  fabled  country 
existed,  the  answer  was  simple.  There  were  no 
geologic,  astronomic,  scientific  quibblings.  There 
were  no  "  Higher  Criticism  "  doubts.  The  answer 
was  simple  and  true,  as  true  to-day  as  then.  No 
"  Higher  Criticism "  can  ever  interfere  with  the 
Truth.  The  reply  was,  "The  Kingdom  of  God 
cometh  not  with  observation.  Neither  shall  they 
say  lo  here  !  or  lo  there,  for  behold,  the  Kingdom  of 
God  is  within  you  "  (Luke  xvii.  20,  21). 

And  the  "  New  Gospel  "  which  I  preach  to-day  is 
the  same.  The  Kingdom  of  God  is  within  you. 
Ye  make  or  mar  yourselves.  We  are  the  arbiters  of 
our  own  destiny,  but  we  fail  to  realize  that,  and  so 
we  eat  for  drunkenness  instead  of  strength,  and  our 
land  is  sorely  troubled. 

And  this  "new  doctrine"  is  older  than  all  our 
teaching.  It  was  not  new  when  the  Buddh  of  India 
cried  : — 

Ah  !  brothers,  sisters  !  seek 
Nought  from  the  helpless  gods,  by  gift  nor  hymn, 

F 
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Nor  bribe  with  blood,  nor  feed  with  fruit  and  cakes  ; 
Within  yourselves  deliverance  must  be  sought : 
Each  man  his  prison  makes. 

And  this  is  what  makes  "  The  Secret  of  Life."  We 
make  or  mar  ourselves.  The  good  Godsends  sorrow 
to  none,  sickness  to  none.  We  make  our  own  ills. 
All  earth's  sorrows  are  man-made,  and  nursed  on 
human  laps.  The  fathers  ate  sour  grapes,  and  the 
children's  teeth  are  set  on  edge.  And  this  is  "New  "  ? 
Nay,  verily,  it  is  old,  very  old. 

Omar  Khayyam  taught  the  same  thing  as  all 
the  other  mighty  ones,  and  he  lived  and  died  in 
Persia  over  800  years  ago.  He  said  : — 

I  sent  my  Soul  through  the  Invisible, 
Some  letter  of  that  After-life  to  spell ; 

And  by  and  by  my  Soul  return'd  to  me, 

And  answer'd,  "  I  myself  am  Heav'n  and  Hell." 

All  the  mighty  teachers  have  declared  unto  us 
the  same  thing,  and  we  know,  in  bitter  moments, 
that  reaping  and  sowing  are  bound  together.  When 
we  suffer  we  know  that  we  suffer  from  ourselves. 
Nobody  compels  us  to  suffer,  but  we  are  born  into 
a  foolish  and  accursed  system  of  pharasaism  and 
hypocrisy,  and  we  go  helplessly  after  our  leaders, 
bleating  blindly  towards  the  night  of  death. 

When  Epictetus,  the  Roman  slave,  was  teaching 
philosophy  in  Rome,  in  the  bloody  days  of  Nero, 
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he  said  the  only  true  man  is  he  who  is  master  of 
his  own  soul.  He  who  is  master  of  his  appetites* 
desires,  passions,  is  master  of  life,  aye,  and  of 
death  itself.  But  Epictetus  knew  that  the  masses 
of  Rome  were  as  ignorant  of  themselves  as  we  are 
of  ourselves,  and  he  said,  "  Whoever  is  ignorant  of 
what  he  is,  and  wherefore  he  was  born,  and  in  what 
kind  of  a  world  he  is,  and  what  things  are  good, 
and  what  are  evil,  will  wander  up  and  down,  entirely 
deaf  and  blind,  supposing  himself  to  be  somebody, 
while  he  is  in  reality  nobody."  That  sounds  more 
like  Carlyle  than  a  Roman  slave,  but  there  always 
have  been  some  true  souls  hi  the  world,  calling  others 
to  the  light ;  and  Epictetus  was  one  of  them. 

Here  we  are  in  this  twentieth  century  lost  in  the  mists 
of  ignorance,  all  calling  for  light,  or  for  help,  or  for 
others  to  do  something,  and  we  ourselves  are  lost. 
We  are  not  masters  of  our  own  selves.  We  each 
have  a  nostrum  to  save  the  country,  but  each  man 
runs  when  the  dinner  bell  rings.  We  are  bound  up 
with  hideous  social  customs,  which  are  working  us 
ruin,  and  we  mourn  over  the  evil  that  is  impending. 

But  we  are  not  even  masters  of  our  own  stomachs  ! 
We  are  the  slaves  of  tea,  or  beer,  or  dinner,  or 
tobacco,  or  whisky,  or  fashion.  We  dare  not  move 
out  unless  we  are  dressed  in  a  becoming  manner. 
Some  women — more  than  men — are  such  absolute 
slaves  to  their  toilets  that  they  spend  most  of  their 
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time  on  earth  thinking  about  their  looks.  Poor, 
degraded,  miserable  slaves  ! 

And  there  are  men  slaving  from  morn  to  night, 
from  year's  end  to  year's  end,  to  gain — what  ? 
Luxuries,  which  bring  only  weariness  to  the  flesh. 
The  simple  things  of  life,  such  as  food  and  shelter, 
are  very  inexpensive,  and  the  Kingdom  of  God  is 
within  us.  We  have  no  time  to  live,  because  we 
are  working  for  the  things  which  are  unnecessary. 
Men  slave  so  for  wealth  that  they  have  no  time  to 
eat,  no  time  to  masticate,  no  time  to  live  ;  but  they 
swallow  their  food  as  something  that  is  absolutely 
necessary,  and  away  they  go  to  pipe,  or  cigar,  or 
toil,  and  for  what  ? 

What  is  life  ?  Why  do  we  live  ?  Why  do  we 
die  ?  As  Schopenhauer  says,  "  This  is  such  a  bad 
world  that  if  things  were  atmospherically  only  a 
very  little  different,  human  life  would  be  impossible ; 
therefore,  this  is  the  very  worst  kind  of  a  world 
possible."  But  we  don't  believe  that,  if  we  have 
control  of  ourselves,  of  our  minds,  and  our  stomachs. 
This  is  a  good  world,  if  we  have  the  Kingdom  of 
God  in  our  own  hearts  ;  and  because  we  have  failed 
to  realize  the  teaching  of  the  masters,  we  have 
followed  blindly  after  Schopenhauer  and  the  pessi- 
mists, if  not  in  word,  in  deed. 

Now  let  me  recapitulate. 

All  disease  comes  from  the  blood.      If  we  have 
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bad  blood  we  have  dis-ease.  If  we  have  good  blood 
we  have  good  health.  All  our  diseases  come  from 
impure  blood,  either  directly  or  indirectly.  Every 
man  can  purify  his  own  blood  by  taking  thought  to 
his  life. 

All  blood  (which  is  the  life)  is  produced  by  the 
stomach,  and  unless  we  keep  the  stomach  in  good 
working  order  the  blood  will  be  bad.  Every 
morsel  of  food  taken  into  the  system  must  be  pro- 
perly digested,  or  else  it  decomposes,  and  sets  up 
dis-ease.  Where  the  dis-ease  manifests  itself  de- 
pends on  our  hereditary  tendencies  or  existing 
weaknesses.  It  may  be  in  our  eyes,  in  our  ears,  our 
throat,  back,  lungs  or  liver.  It  may  be  in  rheumat- 
ism, Bright 's  disease,  diabetes,  or  lumbago  ;  but 
the  source  and  cause  of  the  trouble  is  the  blood. 
Colds,  influenza,  pneumonia,  plague,  are  all  but 
manifestations  of  disease.  No  germs  can  live  in 
pure  blood.  Good  blood  is  the  best  germicide  in  the 
world. 

A  morsel  of  undigested  food  is  disease  hi  pro- 
cess. When  a  man  eats  before  he  is  hungry,  it 
shows  that  the  stomach  is  not  clear.  Before  eating, 
the  teeth  should  be  watering,  for  the  first  step  in 
the  digestive  process  is  salivation.  No  man's 
teeth  are  ever  watering  for  breakfast.  Breakfast 
is  an  accursed  meal,  for  the  glands  of  the  mouth 
and  the  stomach  are  torpid,  and  not  ready  for  diges- 
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tion.  Yet,  driven  by  the  habits  of  the  race,  we  eat 
— and  suffer.  No  man — or  woman  or  child- 
should  ever  eat  for  several  hours  after  rising.  And 
no  human  being  should  ever  eat  more  than  twice  a 
day.  And  nobody  should  ^ever  eat  except  for 
strength.  Eating  without  appetite,  or  without 
hunger,  is  eating  for  "  drunkenness."  The  Scriptures 
are  expressive  ! 

If  you  want  to  be  healthy  never  eat  till  you  are 
hungry  in  your  mouth,  and  if  you  have  to  wait  a 
week  or  a  fortnight  for  that  it  will  do  you  no  harm. 

When  a  man  or  woman  has  no  appetite  don't 
coax  them  to  eat.  Don't  make  things  to  "  tempt 
their  appetite."  Nature  has  put  the  loathing  for 
food  as  a  sentry  on  the  stomach,  and  we  push  the 
sentry  aside  with  dainties,  and  then  we  wonder 
why  our  loved  ones  are  dis-eased. 

But  no-breakfast  is  only  half  the  remedy.  We 
need  to  gain  control  of  ourselves.  We  need  to  be 
masters  of  our  own  stomachs.  When  the  stomach 
"  sinks  "  and  "  craves  "  and  cries  "  all  gone  " 
don't  heed  it.  You  need  to  be  the  arbiter,  the 
master,  the  controller.  You  need  to  be  able  to 
say  "  No  breakfast  to-day,"  then  "  No  lunch 
to-day,"  and  then  "  No  dinner  to-day."  When  a 
man  takes  his  several  passions  under  his  own  control, 
and  all  his  animal  appetites,  then  he  is  rising  to  a 
knowledge  of  the  Truth  which  makes  him  free. 
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That  is  when  a  man  begins  to  master  himself.  The 
"  Simple  Life  "  means  but  this,  that  a  man  shall 
be  master  of  his  own  soul,  of  his  own  body,  of  his 
own  mind.  And  when  can  a  man  be  master  of 
himself  when  he  is  the  slave  of  his  appetites  ? 
The  Secret  of  Life  is  summed  up  in  the  words,  SELF- 
CONTROL  !  He  who  has  learned  to  control  himself 
is  master  of  his  own  fate,  master  of  life,  aye,  master 
of  Death  itself.  And,  the  Secret  of  Life  is  SELF- 
CONTROL  !  Self-control  for  right-ness !  Self-con- 
trol for  righteousness  ! 


CHAPTER   X 
FOUR  YEARS  AFTER 

A  MAN  said  to  me  one  day,  "  Will  that  '  No- 
Breakfast'  trick  do  me  any  good  ?  "  I 
responded,  promptly,  "  Not  the  least."  And  I 
meant  it,  for  he  was  a  wine-bibber,  and  a  lascivious 
selfish  mortal,  who  was  suffering  for  his  sins,  and 
only  wanted  to  be  better  in  order  that  he  might 
sin  some  more.  For  such  men  this  booklet  has 
no  message  at  all,  and  I  want  to  explain  matters, 
after  the  experience  of  four  years. 

When  a  man  takes  to  a  new  idea,  at  the  age  of 
fifty-seven,  it  is  safe  to  assume  that  whatever  good 
results  from  it,  will  not  be  due  to  his  youth  and  health. 
At  that  age  I  was  an  old  man,  full  of  disease,  and 
creeping  down  to  the  cheerless  grave,  feeling  that 
life  had  been  a  failure.  After  four  years'  experience, 
now  nearly  sixty-two  years  of  age,  I  laugh,  for  I 
have  become  a  young  man.  All  my  aches  and 
pains  have  fled  away.  Rheumatic  gout,  lumbago, 
neuritis,  and  indigestion  are  ghostly  memories,  and 
now  I  play  golf  with  all  the  zest  of  a  small  boy 
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playing  marbles.  I  laugh  at  my  juvenility,  but 
never  try  to  check  it,  for  it  is  a  most  delightful 
feeling,  at  my  age.  I  work  more, now,  write  more 
now,  and  do  more  business  than  ever  I  did  in  my  life, 
and  enjoy  every  hour.  And  all  this  from  "  No 
Breakfast." 

But  it  isn't  enough  to  simply  do  without  break- 
fast. I  have  been  ill  several  times  since  I  started, 
and  yet  I  have  never  taken  breakfast.  There  is  a 
good  deal  more  to  the  "  Secret "  than  simply 
eliminating  a  meal.  A  man  can  take  only  one  meal 
a  day,  and  yet  be  a  physical  wreck,  but  that,  I 
think,  has  been  fairly  explained  in  the  booklet. 
What  I  want  to  explain  now,  as  the  result  of  practical 
experience,  is  that  every  man  has  it  in  his  own 
hands  to  be  well,  if  he  has  the  will.  And  the  remedy 
for  the  ills  of  life  costs  nothing.  In  fact,  it  saves 
money — but,  it  takes  a  deal  of  grit.  However,  the 
story  of  one  of  my  failures  will  be  more  illuminative 
than  anything  else. 

Not  very  long  ago,  there  came  to  the  city  a  great 
literary  lion,  and  I  happened  to  get  acquainted 
with  him.  I  took  him  one  night  to  the  Institute 
of  Journalists,  and  introduced  him  to  the  "  Boys." 
They  drank  his  health,  and  sang  "  He's  a  jolly  good 
fellow,"  and  I  joined  in.  I  drank  whisky  and 
soda,  for  I'm  no  bigot,  no  crank,  no  ascetic.  I 
used  to  drink  whisky  and  soda,  and  one  little  glass 
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couldn't  do  a  man  any  harm  surely,  especially 
when  he  was  a  "  No-Breakf aster  "  ?  I  enjoyed  the 
drink  very  much,  for  it  was  a  novelty.  Then  I 
took  a  cigar,  just  one,  and  I  had  smoked  all  my 
life,  so  there  was  no  harm  in  one  cigar.  It  was  a 
nice  one  too,  done  up  in  tissue  paper  and  silver.  I 
enjoyed  that  also,  for  I  hadn't  smoked  for  a  long 
time,  and  the  company  was  interesting.  They 
were  all  intellectual  men,  and  as  smart  as  they 
make  'em.  Some  of  them  were  in  bad  health,  and 
thought  that  was  "  the  visitation  of  God,"  but  I 
knew  better.  It  was  the  visitation  of  the  devil, 
with  the  most  of  them.  And  we  are  our  own 
devils. 

After  the  function  at  the  Club,  the  "  Lion  "  and 
I  went  to  his  hotel,  and  drank  black  coffee,  and 
yarned.  He  smoked  cigarettes  all  the  time,  but 
that  is  one  infamy  to  which  I  had  never  descended. 
We  had  a  good  time,  for  he  was  a  great  man,  and 
wonderfully  clever,  so  that  it  made  a  really  delightful 
night.  As  I  went  homewards,  I  wondered  why  I 
did  not  go  out  more  frequently,  and  enjoy  the 
society  of  literary  men  ? 

Next  morning,  Saturday,  I  arose  with  a  bitter 
sense  of  burden  and  unfitness.  My  wife  was  very 
sympathetic,  for  I  had  failed  to  tell  her  all  we  had 
done  on  the  previous  night.  She  thought  that  a 
man  of  sixty  would  have  sense  enough  to  do  the 


FOUR  YEARS  AFTER  91 

right  thing,  and  she  never  dreamed  that  her  husband 
was  such  a  fool  as  to  do  what  he  did.  So,  not 
knowing  what  I  had  done,  she  was,  as  I  have  said, 
sympathetic.  Sunday  I  was  worse  yet,  and  she  was 
surprised  that  a  man  who  was  a  "  No-Breakf aster  " 
should  be  so  much  out  of  sorts.  But  I  wasn't  greatly 
surprised,  when  I  came  to  think  out  the  law  of 
cause  and  effect. 

I  gave  up  eating  on  the  Sunday,  and  took  nothing 
more  in  the  way  of  food  till  the  following  Tuesday, 
when  I  felt  all  right  again.  Then  I  wrote  to  the 
"  Lion  "  and  said  things.  I  explained  that  he  was 
an  ass,  for  he  had  been  very  ill  of  late,  and  had 
suffered  untold  agonies.  I  had  cleansed  my  blood 
during  the  last  three  years,  and  now,  nicotine  and 
alcohol  were  deadly  poisons.  The  night  with  him 
had  broken  me  up  entirely,  and  poisoned  my 
system,  and,  being  an  older  man  than  he  was,  I 
realized  that  I  was  a  bigger  fool.  When  I  had 
written  that  letter,  I  handed  it  to  my  mate,  who 
read  it,  and  looked  at  me  reproachfully.  She  said, 
"  You  never  told  me  what  you  had  done."  I 
replied.  "  No,  dear,  I  didn't  want  to  confess. 
I  hated  to  tell  what  a  fool  I'd  been."  It's  easy 
preaching,  but  when  it  comes  to  practice,  it  isn't 
half  as  easy.  A  man  can  fool  his  wife,  he  can  fool 
his  neighbours,  yes,  he  can  fool  himself,  but  he 
can't  fool  Nature.  He  can  dodge  man,  but  he 
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can't  dodge  God.  I  used  to  think  it  was  Sunday- 
school  talk  when  anybody  quoted  "  Whatsoever  a 
man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap."  But  it 
is  written  in  the  soul  of  things,  and  a  man  is  punished 
by  his  sins,  every  time.  I  was  brought  up  to  believe 
that  a  man  was  punished  for  his  sins,  and  he  might 
dodge  the  punishment — if  he  was  smart.  Experience 
has  taught  me  that  a  man  is  punished  by  his  sins, 
and  there  is  no  dodging  the  penalty.  You  put 
your  sin  into  the  penny-in-the-slot  machine,  and 
you  get  your  trouble  out,  as  sure  as  death.  There 
may  be  times  when  the  individual  fails  to  get  the 
lolly  that  he  paid  for,  but  it  comes,  even  unto  the 
third  and  fourth  generation.  You  never  can  escape 
it.  Forgive  me  for  preaching,  but  the  facts  are 
simple. 

If  any  man  takes  up  this  "  fad "  under  the 
impression  that  it  is  easy,  and  simple,  he  will  soon 
find  that  it  is  a  mistake.  It  is  the  most  difficult 
thing  in  the  world  to  be  different  from  the  people 
about  you.  Most  people  are  fools,  and  slaves  to 
the  customs  of  the  race.  When  I  was  very  ill, 
and  unable  to  eat,  my  wife  used  to  make  me  little 
dainties,  to  tempt  my  appetite.  I  could  not  eat 
much,  but  I  had  dainties  frequently  to  "  keep  my 
strength  up."  If  that  dear  woman  had  allowed 
me  to  fast  for  a  week,  and  give  Nature  a  chance,  I 
would  have  been  healed  of  all  my  sicknesses,  but 
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neither  of  us  knew  that.  We  had  grown  up  in  a 
world  of  ignorance,  and  never  dreamed  that  there 
are  some  diseases  that  go  out  only  by  prayer  and 
fasting.  We  had  heard  those  words,  but  they 
didn't  mean  anything  to  us.  So  I  suffered.  We 
both  suffered,  and  no  man  ever  told  us  that  fasting 
was  salvation. 

Not  long  ago,  I  heard  that  a  man  in  the  bush 
had  taken  to  the  "  No-Breakfast  fad,"  and  it  had 
nearly  killed  him.  Whereat  I  laughed.  It  nearly 
kills  lots  of  people  who  have  failed  to  read  the  real 
meaning  of  "  No-Breakfast."  Dropping  a  meal 
is  only  a  minor  part  of  the  "  Secret."  A  man  needs 
self-control.  The  man  who  had  suffered  from 
trying  the  remedy  was  under  the  impression  that 
dropping  the  meal  was  the  cure.  He  did  without 
his  breakfast  all  right,  but  he  kept  thinking  about 
poor  Little  Mary  all  forenoon,  till  he  was  fairly 
ravenous  at  lunch  time,  and  gorged  himself,  to 
make  up  for  the  lost  meal.  He  did  that  two  or 
three  times,  then  Nature  rebelled,  and  smote  him. 
Then  he  blamed  "  No  Breakfast." 

The  simple  remedy  for  the  ills  of  the  flesh  is  to 
eat  as  little  as  possible,  consistent  with  getting  the 
best  work  out  of  the  machine.  But,  it  isn't  easy 
to  find  that  out,  for  the  false  appetite,  which  has 
been  cultivated  in  us,  will  insist  on  calling  itself 
hunger.  To  find  out  how  little  one  really  needs  is 
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difficult  indeed.  And  the  temptations  to  overeat 
are  enormous.  The  very  love  of  our  kin,  and  our 
friends,  makes  them  protest  against  our  extraordin- 
ary conduct.  After  four  years'  experience,  I  find 
that  taking  no  breakfast  is  all  right,  but  a  hearty 
lunch  is  a  mistake.  I  prefer  to  have  a  plate  of 
porridge  for  lunch,  and  some  bread  and  butter. 
Then  a  light  dinner  at  night.  But  I  feel  that  the 
mid-day  lunch,  even  of  porridge,  is  too  much.  I 
am  surprised  to  learn  how  little  a  man  really  needs 
to  keep  up  strength.  But  every  man  has  got  to 
learn  this  for  himself.  It  is  a  revelation  to  me, 
but  that  is  of  no  use  to  another  man.  Every  man 
must  have  a  revelation  to  himself.  And  this  can 
only  come  through  sore  travail  of  soul.  But,  for 
myself,  I  am  sure  that  simple  living  is  the  "  Secret 
of  Life." 
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postage  id.  Australian  ooze  calf,  35.  6d. 

"  A  harmonious  soliloquy  among  the  birds  .  .  .  contains  a  good  deal  of  valuable 
material." — Museum  Journal  (London). 


ROUND  THE  WORLD,  by  an  Australian  Native.  Price  15.; 
postage,  id.  An  instructive  and  fresh  account  of  an  Australian's  trip 
round  the  world.  64  pages,  art  paper,  with  nearly  fifty  photographs. 
A  book  to  be  read  by  all. 

"  A  chatty  and  interesting  one." — Western  Mail. 

"  An  informative  account  of  a  bushman's  trip." — The  Bulletin. 


GOOD  POETRY  BY  SU5TRAL1AN 
POETS. 

THE  SILENT  LAND  "  AND  OTHER  VERSES,  by  BERNARD  O'DowD, 
Author  of  "  Dawnward  ?  "  "  Dominions  of  the  Boundary."  A  neat 
booklet  of  64  pages,  antique  paper.  Price  is.  ;  postage  id. 

"  The  most  arresting  work  of  the  younger  generation  is  that  of  Mr.  Bernard  O'Dowd." 
— The  Times  (London). 

DOMINIONS  OF  THE  BOUNDARY,"  by  BERNARD  O'DowD. 
64  pages,  art  cover.  Price  is.  ;  postage  id. 

"  Mr.    Bernard    O'Dowd  stands  alone  among  modern   Australian  poets." — The 
Spectator  (London). 
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"  DAWNWARD  ?  "  by  BERNARD  O'Dowo,  Author  of  "  The  Silent 
Land  "  and  "  Dominions  of  the  Boundary."  Price  2s.  6d.  ;  postage  $d. 

"The  best  book  of  verses  yet  produced  in  Australia." — T.  G.  TUCKER,  Litt.D., 
Professor  of  Classical  Literature,  University  of  Melbourne. 

"  THE  SEVEN  DEADLY  SINS,"  a  sonnet  series.  By  BERNARD  O'Dowo. 
Price  35.  6d.  ;  postage  zd. 

"  THE  LABORATORY  "  AND  OTHER  VERSES,  by  W.  A.  OSBORNE. 

Small  Quarto,  Antique  paper,  printed  in  two  colours. 

Price  2s.  6d.  ;  postage  •zd.  A  small  collection  of  fugitive  verses  by 
one  who  is  occupied  in  scientific  pursuits. 

"  Technique  almost  perfect,  a  command  of  varied  styles,  grace,  restraint." — Th» 
Register. 

"  THE   WAYS   OF   MANY   WATERS "    AND    OTHER   VERSES,    by 

EDWIN  J.  BRADY.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  Illustrated  through- 
out by  ALEX.  SASS.  Price  35.  6d.  ;  postage  \d.  A  reprint  of  this  breezy 
volume  of  Sea  Verse  and  Chanteys  which  have  won  such  favourable 
notice. 

"  POEMS  OF  LOVE,  LIFE,  AND  SENTIMENT,"  by  ELLA  WHEELER 
WILCOX.  A  large  Crown  8vo  volume,  containing  the  best  poems  written 
by  this  wonderful  American.  Handsome  two-colour  cover.  Price  is.  6d.  ; 
postage  zd.  Also  bound  ia  attractive  cloth.  Price  2s.  6d. ;  postage  3^. 

"  LYRICS  IN  LEISURE,"  by  DOROTHY  FRANCES  McCRAE  (Mrs.  C.  E. 
PERRY).    Antique  paper,  84  pages,  white  art  cover.     Price  is. ;  postage  id. 
A  delightful  and  dainty  volume  of  poems  that  will  charm  and  greatly 
delight  all  its  readers.  . 

"THE  LAMP  OF  PSYCHE,"  by  JOHANNES  ANDERSON.  120  pp., 
Crown  8vo.  Antique  paper,  art  paper  cover.  Price  2S.  6d.  ;  postage  zd. 

"  I  consider  that  '  The  Lamp  '  is  a  lofty,  inspiring,  gently  harmonious,  and  well- 
sustained  piece  of  work,  and  a  welcome  addition  to  good  Australian  poetry." — BERNARD 
O'DowD  in  The  Socialist. 

"MOODS    AND    MELODIES,"    SONNETS   AND   LYRICS,   by   MARY 

E.  FULLERTON.  An  attractive  booklet  of  64  pages.  Antique  paper. 
Price  is. ;  postage  id. 

"  Cultured,  artistic  and  neatly  turned  lyrics  .  .  .  sonnets  always  skilfully  wrought 
and  fine  in  feeling." — Scotsman. 

"  Contain  many  striking  lines." — Spectator  (London). 

AUSTRALIAN  TALES  AND  VERSES,  by  P.  STEWART.  Second  edition 
now  ready.  Art  paper  cover,  price  is.  ;  cloth  cover,  price  2s.  6d. 

"  The  book  right  through  is  of  a  lofty  tone.  Mr.  Stewart  has  evidently  set  before 
him  a  high  ideal,  and  he  has  attained  it." — Review  of  Reviews. 
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"  SEA  AND  SKY,"  by  J.  LE  GAY  BRERETON.    Small  Quarto.     Edition 
limited  to  500  copies.     Price  35.  6d. 

"  One  of  the  most  purely  poetical  volumes  yet  produced  in  Australia." — The  Worker, 
"  Such  careful  work,  so  delicately  done,  is  a  rare  portent  in  our  vague  Australian 

sky." — The  Bulletin. 
"  There  is  nothing  whatever  in  it  about  horses  .  .  .  reflects  no  little  credit   upon 

the  condition  of  poetical  culture  in  Melbourne,  and  should  be  read  with  a  hearty  interest 

by  lovers  of  poetry  anywhere." — The  Scotsman. 

"  EGMONT,"  by  HUBERT  H.  CHURCH.     Crown  8vo,  price  35.  6d. 

"  The  real  thing  is  there,  speaking  direct  from  the  heart  of  the  writer  to  the  heart 
of  the  reader  .  .  .  originality  as  well  as  charm.  ...  He  is  a  real  poet  with  a  poet's 
insight,  and  a  poet's  faith  in  the  great  things  of  the  Unseen." — Otago  Daily  Witness. 

"  True  poetry  .  .  .  deep  earnest  thought  ...  in  him  New  Zealand  possesses  a 
poet  of  whom  she  may  well  be  pleased." — New  Zealand  Times. 

"  A  real  poet  ...  to  be  judged  by  high  standard." — Adelaide  Register. 

"  Melodious  and  sincere." — Argus. 

"...  his  masculine  intellectual  strength  is  making  his  work  memorable." — Christ- 
church  Press. 


THE  HEART  OF  THE  ROSE.  An  Illustrated  Quarterly  for  those 
who  love  inspiration  and  imagination  in  literature.  The  first  number 
appeared  on  December  9,  1907,  entitled  "  The  Heart  of  the  Rose,"  and 
was  quickly  bought  up.  This  number  is  now  sold  at  an  advanced  price. 
No.  2,  "  The  Book  of  the  Opal,"  appeared  on  March  9.  The  third  number 
is  entitled  "  The  Shadow  on  the  Hill,"  and  No.  4,  "  Fire  o'  the  Flame," 
is  now  on  sale  at  all  booksellers.  The  four  numbers,  price  55.  post  free. 

"  One  finds  in  the  little  magazine  many  things  of  interest,  and  some  things  of  real 
beauty  .  .  .  this  latest  of  Melbourne  magazines  deserves  a  warm  welcome." — "  Elzevir," 
The  Argus. 

ROSEMARY,  THAT'S  FOR  REMEMBRANCE,  of  ELENOR  MORDAUNT, 
Author  of  "  The  Garden  of  Contentment." ,  Crown  8vo,  204  pages. 
Price  35.  6d.  ;  postage  $d. 

THE  ENEMIES  OF  LITERATURE,  by  WALTER  MURDOCH.     A  delight- 
ful Literary  Essay  given  to  the  Literature  Society  of  Melbourne  by  the 
President.     Price  is.  ;    postage  id. 
"  Will  deserve  the  wider  publicity  it  will  now  receive." — Advertiser,  S.A. 

ALEXANDER  SUTHERLAND,  M.A.     A  reprint  of  an  address  given 
to    the    Australian    Literature    Society    by    HENRY    GYLES    TURNER. 
Price  is. ;  postage  id.     An  attractive  booklet  of  36  pages,  art  cover. 
"Sympathetic  and  tender." — The  Woman. 


A  VOLUME  OF  CLEVERNESS. 

JETSAM,  by  EMMIE  ROBB.  A  dainty  and  fresh  booklet,  printed  in 
two  colours  on  art  paper,  tied  with  silk  ribbon.  A  charming  produc- 
tion. Price  is.  ;  postage  id. 

"  Marked  by  originality,  and  its  form  is  charming." — The  Herald. 
6 


THOMAS  C.  LOTHIAN,  MELBOURNE 


A  COP1PLETE  COURSE  IN    HYPNOTISn. 

PRACTICAL  LESSONS  IN  HYPNOTISM,  by  Dr.  W.  W.  COOK,  A.M., 

M.D.,  containing  Complete  Instructions  in  the  Development  and  Practice 
of  Hypnotic  Power,  including  much  valuable  information  in  regard  to 
Mental  Healing,  Mind  Reading,  and  other  kindred  subjects.  The 
chapters  include  :  Philosophy  of  Hypnotism — Qualifications  of  a  Hypno- 
tist— Qualifications  of  a  Subject — Favourable  and  Unfavourable  Influ- 
ences— Precautions  to  be  observed — How  to  Hypnotise — Degrees  of 
Hypnosis — Clairvoyance — Self -Hypnotism  and  Auto-Suggestion — Acci- 
dental Development  of  Hypnotic  Power — The  Hypnotist's  Secret — 
Developing  a  Subject — Animal  Magnetism  and  Magnetic  Healing — 
Overcoming  [Habits  by  Hypnotism — -Criminal  Hypnotism — Hypnotism 
and  Disease — Anaesthesia  during  Hypnosis — Hypnotism  and  the  Insane 
— Hypnotising  Animals — Hypnotism  in  Business  and  Society — Hypno- 
tism in  the  Professions — General  Hypnotic  Influence — Post- Hypnotism 
— Awakening  a  Subject — Mind  Reading  and  Telepathy — Hypnotic 
Miscellany — Self-Anaesthesia — Method  of  Producing  Hypnosis,  etc.,  etc. 
All  complete  in  one  illustrated  book.  Price  55.;  postage  $d. 


AN  INDISPENSABLE  BOOK  FOR  EVERY  BUILDER, 
CONTRACTOR,  OR  ARCHITECT. 

AUSTRALIAN  BUILDING  ESTIMATOR.  A  Text  Book  of  Prices, 
by  WALTER  JEFFRIES.  320  pages,  strongly  bound  in  c'  ,th.  Crown  8vo, 
with  full  tables  and  index.  75.  6d. ;  postage  $d.  This  book  is  written 
by  a  practical  man,  who  has  had  wide  and  varied  experience  in  the  build- 
ing world  of  more  than  one  Australian  State.  The  volume  is  most  com- 
prehensive and  complete.  His  own  knowledge  of  the  requirements  of 
the  trade  is  supplemented  on  many  points  by  the  advice  and  assistance 
received  from  many  specialistic  and  professional  friends,  making  the 
book  one  that  no  Builder,  Contractor,  or  Architect  can  afford  to  be 
without. 


A  POPULAR  VOLUP1E  OF  AUSTRALIAN  STORIES. 

QUINTON'S  ROUSEABOUT  AND  OTHER  STORIES,  by  EDWARD  S. 
SORENSON.  Crown  8vo,  280  pages,  cloth  ;  with  attractive  wrapper, 
by  ALEX.  SASS.  Price  35.  6d. ;  postage  $d.  A  volume  of  18  original, 
fresh  and  breezy  Australian  stories  that  are  worth  reading. 


CLARKE'S  ELOCUTION  INSTRUCTOR,  a  large  volume  giving  in  a 
thoroughly  practical  manner  the  latest  and  best  methods  of  becoming 
a  successful  Elocutionist.  Many  and  varied  exercises  are  contained  in 
the  course.  The  author,  ARTHUR  CLARKE,  is  well  known  as  a  most 
successful  teacher,  and  it  is  anticipated  that  his  system  of  training  will 
be  largely  adopted.  Price  3$.  6d.  ;  postage  6d. 
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THE  SECRET  OF  OPTIPIISM. 

EATING  FOR  HEALTH,  by  Dr.  ABRAMOWSKI,  M.D.  (Berlin)  of  Mildura, 
Victoria.  142  pages,  with  two  photographs.  Price  is.  6d. ;  postage 
2d. 

This  book  is  written  from  actual  personal  knowledge  and  experience. 
It  is  the  evolution  of  a  common-sense  idea  of  disease  and  a  natural 
system  for  its  Prevention  and  Cure.  It  is  as  interesting  as  a  novel. 
Send  for  a  copy  and  benefit  yourself. 

CONTENTS  : — Eating  for  Disease.  Experiments  in  Eating.  The  Influence  of  Fruit 
Diet  on  Myself.  Influence  of  Natural  Diet  on  my  Family.  Influence  of  Natural 
Diet  in  Disease : — Typhoid — Diseases  of  the  Digestive  Organs — Chronic  Rheumatism — 
Acute  Rheumatism — Pleurisy — Cancer — Affections  of  the  Lungs — Colds.  Eating 
for  Death.  Eating  for  Life.  What  Shall  we  Eat  ?  What  Shall  we  Drink  ?  Humanity 
v.  Alcoholic  Stimulants.!  Humanity  v.  Alcohol — The  Defence.  Alcohol  and  the  Medical 
Profession.  How  to  Eat.  When  Shall  we  Eat  ?  How  Often  Shall  we  Eat  ?  Sum- 
mary. 


A  NEW  THING   IN   BOOKS. 

'FROM   THE   OLD    DOG."     Being  a  Series   of  Letters   on   Politics 
from  an  ex-Prime  Minister  to  his  Nephew.     By  FRANK  Fox. 

Bright,  witty,  humorous,  instructive.  A  textbook  of  White  Australian 
Politics.  Price  2S.  6d. ;  Cloth  Edition,  35.  6d.  Postage  $d. 

"  It  is  a  book  that  should  prove  of  value  to  the  young  liberal  aspirant  for  politica 
honours." — The  Age. 

"  The  ma'^r  is  good  and  so  is  the  style." — The  Adelaide  Register. 

"  It  is  full  01  gaiety  and  wise  humour,  and  more  absorbingly  interesting  than  mos 
present-day  novels.  Amuses  and  interests  in  every  line." — Ballarat  Courier. 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 

LYRIC  MOODS,  by  ROBERT  CRAWFORD.     143  pages,  in  full  cloth  cover. 
Gold  blocked.     Price  35.  6d. ;  postage  3^. 

A  dainty  selection  of  poetic  thoughts  put  into  pleasing  rhythm. 

THE  AUSTRALIAN  CRISIS,  by  C.  H.  KIRMESS.      Paper  cover,  2s.  6d. 
Cloth  cover,  35.  6d. 

"The  object  of  the  author  is  to  expose  the  danger  which  may  arise  from  the 
thinly  populated  condition  of  this  continent.  This  endeavour  has  been  carried  out 
with  an  abundance  of  ingenuity  and  industry.  By  a  deeply  laid  scheme  a  Japanese 
Settlement,  originally  trained  to  pioneer  occupation  in  Formosa,  is  (conveyed 
to  Junction  Bay  in  the  Northern  Territory  and  there  landed  secretly.  The  theme 
and  purpose  of  the  book  deserve  attention,  and  it  is  written  with  a  sincerity  which 
is  attractive." — The  Leader. 


Butler  &  Tanner,  The  Selwood  Printing  Works,  Frome,  and  London. 
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